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L    E    T    T    E     R      L 

MIfs  Jennt  W — D — R,  to  Lady  Eliz.  M — d — ss, 
at Caflle,  North. 

A  View  from  the  Parades  at  Bath,  with  fome 
account  of  the  Dramatis  Fersox.^, 

l3  VVeet  are  yon'  hills  that  crown  this  fertile  vale! 
Ye  genial  fprings!  Pierian  waters,  hail ! 

Kail  woods  and  lawns !  Yes — oft  Pll  tre^d 

Yon'  pine-clad  fountain's  fic'e, 
Oft  trace  the  gay  enamel'd  mead, 

Where  Avon  rolls  his  pride. 

B  Sure, 


(      2      ) 

Sure,  next  to  fair  Castalia's  flrcams, 

And  PiNDUs*  fiow'iy  path, 
Apollo  moft  the  fprings  efleems 

And  verdant  meads  of  Bath. 

The  mufes  haunt  thcfe  hallow'd  groves, 

And  here  their  vigils  keep, 
Here  teach  fond  fwains  their  haplcfs  lovc3 

In  gentle  llrains  to  weep. 

From  water  Iprung,  like  flow'rs  from  dew, 
What  troops  of  bards  appear !  * 

The  god  of  verfe  and  phyfic  too, 
Infpires  them  twice  a  year. 


Take 


(  i  ) 

Take  then,  my  friend,  the  fprightly  rhyme, 
While  you  inglorious  wafte  your  prime, 
At  home  in  cruel  durance  pent, 
On  dull  domeftic  cares  intent. 
Forbid,  by  parent's  harfh  decree, 
To  fhare  the  joys  of  Bath  with  me. 
Ill-judging  parent !  blind  to  merit, 
Thus  to  confine  a  nymph  of  fpirit ! 
With  all  thy  talents  doom'd  to  fade 
And  wither  in  th'  unconfcious  fhade ! 
I  vow,  my  dear,  it  moves  my  Ipleen, 
Such  frequent  inilanccs  Fvc  (ccn 
Of  fathers,  cruel  and  unkind, 
To  all  paternal  duty  blind. 

B  z  What 


•  (    4    ) 

What  wretches  do  we  meet  with  often, 

Whofe  hearts  no  tendernefs  can  foften  T 

Sure  all  good  authors  fhould  expofc 

Such  parents,  both  in  verfc  and  proie, 

And  nymphs  inipirc  with  rcfolution 

Ne'er  to  fubmit  to  perfecution. 

This  wholefome  fatire  much  enhance? 

The  merit  of  our  bell  romances, 

And  modern  plays,  that  I  could  mention, 

With  judgement  fraught,  and  rare  invention, 

Arc  written  with  the  fame  intention. 

But,  thank  my  flars !  that  worthy  pair 

Who  undertook  a'  guardian's  care, 

My  fpirit  never  have  conlin'd  ; 

(An  inftance  of  their  gen'rous  mind) 


For 


(:    5;   )^     , 

For  Lady  B — n — R—d,  my  aunt,  ♦.^^  ^.rr 

Hcrfelt"  propos'd  this,  charming  jaunt, 

All  from  redundancy  of  care 

For  Sim,  her  favorite  fon  and  heir; 

To  him  the  joyous  hours  I  owe 

That  Bathes  enchanting  fcenes  bellow ; 

Thanks  to  her  book  of  cl;oice  receipts, 

That  pamper'd  him  with  fav'ry  meats  ; 

Nor  lefs  that  day  defervcs  a  blcfling, 

She  cramm'd  his  fifler  tg  exccfs  in  :  -^j- 

For  now  flie  fends  both  fon  and  dauojhter  •        •_      / 

-. ...  .  p    •    .Z'T  Dtmoo  .'^ 

For  crudities  to  drink  t^ie  waj^er^:. 

And  here  they  are,  all  .bile  and  fpleen. 

The  ilrangefl  filh  that  e'er  were  fce^i ; 

With  Taeby  Runt,  their  maid,  poor  creature, 

The  queereft  animal  in  natvire.;. 

B  5  I'm 


(    6    ) 

Fm  certain,  none  of  Hogarth's  fketchei' 
E'er  formM  a  fet  of  fttan'ger  wretches. 
I  own,  nay  dear,  it  hurts  -my  pric^e,      • 
To  fee  them  blunri'ring  by  my  fide ; 
My  fplrits  flag,  my  life  and  fire 
Is  mortily'd  au  dcfefpcir^ 
When  Sim,  uftfa(hionab!e"ti?nn5r;^''''-^^^'  'J"- 
In  public  calls  md  Ccufinjlnny^^  ^^'^  ^*' 
And  yet,  to  give  the'  wight  his  due, 
He  has  fome  fhare  bf  humour  too, 
A  comic  vein  of  pedant  learning 
His  converfation  youllWce^it  iff, 
The  oddefl  coitipWi^dydu 'cah  fee 
Offhrewdnefs  andfihiTpliaty; "    '  '  '  "   ' 
Vv^ith  n4?ral  ftrokes  of  aukWard  wit,  ^  ' ' 
That  oft,  like  pARTrffAM'^irrows,  hit; 


/RD  JKf^I  iV'jI  lO/l 


For 


(  r  ) 

For  when  he  feems  to  drcCid  tile  foe, 

He  always  flrikcs  the  hardcft  btnwj 

And  when  you'd  thuilc  he  means  to  flatter/ 

His  paneg)-rics  turn  to  fahre :  *       -  -d  <  *''**^-^ 

But  then  no  creaturc  youcaii^mt  ,•- *^o\  or^ii^  ^^ 

Knows  half  fo  little  of  mShSfM,"  ^'^^  "°  -^~  ''^  -' 

Seems  ahvays  blund'ring  in  tliedarK,'  ' ^ 


(.'T 


And  always  making  fome  remark ; 

Remarks,  that  fo  provoke  one's  laughter. 

One  can't  imaguie  whathie'§"^te?  ^"*'  ^  "'"^  ^^"^  "^^ 

And  fure  you'll  thank  Vn^^'tiMn^'  ^^^^  ■^^''*  ^^"^  ^'^ 

In  Sim  a  wond'rous  iteh'1fdl^^i1ifegr'•-l'^  ^^^  t-^*^^  '^^ 

With  ail  his  fcrious  gtimace  ■  '      ■"  -'-  ^^^  .j^j^u  ' 

To  give  defcriptions  of  the  place. 

No  doubt  his  mother  wilt  ptodtice  '  '^^'^^^^  ^i-  • 

His  poetry  for  gen'ral  ufe, 

B  4  And 


(     8     ) 

And  if  his  bluntncfs  does  not  fright  you. 
His  obfcrvations  muft  delight  you ; 
For  truly  the  good  creature's  mind 
Is  honeft,  generous,  and  kind : 
If  unprovok'd,  will  ne*er  difpleafe  yc, 
Or  ever  make  one  foul  uneafy.— 
I'll  try  to  make  his  fifter  Prue 
Take  a  fmall  trip  to  Pindus  too. 

And  Me  the  Nine  Ihall  all  infpire 
To  tune  for  thee  the  warbling  lyre  ; 
For  thee,  the  Mufe  ^all  ev'iy  day 
Speed,  by  the  poft,  her  rapid  way. 
For  thee,  my  friend,  111  oft  explore 
Deep  treafurcs  of  romantic  lore, 


Ner 


(    9    ) 

Nor  wonder,  if  I  gods  create, 

As  all  good  bards  have  done  of  late ; 
'Twill  make  my  verfe  run  fmooth  and  even, 
To  call  new  deities  from  heaven : 
Come  then,  thou  goddefs  I  adore ! 
But  fbft — my  chairman's  at  the  door. 
The  ball's  begun — my  friend,  no  more. 


Bath,  1766. 


W— D— R, 


LET- 


(16    5 


ZJ.T    T    E    R      II. 


Mt.  SiMKIN  B — N— R — D  to  Lady  B — N — R — D, 

I  at  ^—  Mali;  Nort&t  • --^-c;^  ^^-^^ 


^1i.  B — _v — R — d's  refleftions  on  his  arrival  at  Bath, 

.__—,,— .Xiie-ca^  of  himfelf  and  company. ^Thc 

acquaintance  he  commences,  &c.  &:c. 


V  V  E  ^  ^^^  ^^  VTOnderfuI  dillancc  from  home ! 
T;7o  hundred  and  iixty  long  miles  are  we  come ! 
And  fure  you'll  rejoice,  my  dear  mother,  to  hear 
We  are  fafely  aniv'd  at  the  iign  of  the  Bear. 


'TIs 


(  II  ) 

'Tis  a  plaguy  long  way ! — but  I  ne'er  can  repine, 
As  my  flomach  is  weak,  and  my  fpirits  decline : 
For  the  people  fay  here, — be  whatever  your  cafe. 
You  are  fure  to  get  well  if  you  come  to  this  place.- 
Mifs  Jenny  made  fun,  as  fhe  a:lways.is  wont, 
Of  Prudence  my  fifter,  and  Tabitha  Runt; 
And  every  moment  flie  heard  me  complain, 
Dcclar'd  I  was  vapour'd,  and  laugh'd  at  my  pain. 
"What  tho'  at  De'vizes  I  fed  pretty  heart)'-, 
And  made  a  good  meal,  Hke  the  refl  of  the  party. 
When  I  can\£Lhere  x.q  Bath,  not  a  bit  could  I  eat, 
Tho'  the  man  at  the  Bear  had  prQvided  a  treat ; 
And.fo  I  v/ent  quite  out  of  fpirits  to  bed, 
With  wind  on  my  flomach,  and  noife  in  my  head. 


A*- 


(    l^    ) 
As  we  all  came  for  health  (as  a  body  may  fay), 
I  fent  for  the  doctor  the  ver)^  next  day, 
And  the  do6tor  was  pleas*d,  tho'  (hort  \ras  the  warning, 
To  come  to  our  lodging  betimes  in  the  morning; 
He  locked  very  thoughtful  and  grave,  to  be  fure, 
And  I  faid  to  myfcif, — thcre^s  no  hopes  of  a  cure ! 
But  I  thought  I  fhould  faint,  when  I  faw  him,  dear  mother, 
Feel  my  pulfe  with  one  hand,  with  a  watch  in  the  other; 
No  token  of  death  that  is  heard  in  the  night 
Could  ever  have  put  me  fo  much  in  a  fright ; 
Thinks  It— 'tis  ail  over — my  fentcnce  is  pai|. 
And  now  he  is  counting  how  long  I  may  laft. — 

Then  he  lookVi  at ,  and  his  face  grew  fo  long, 

I'm  fure  he  thought  fomeihing  within  me  was  \vrong,— 
He  determin'd  oyr  cafes,  at  length,  (G-d  preferve  us  1) 
r.T.  bilious,  I  find,  and  the  women  are  nervous ; 

Their 


(     13     ) 
Their  fyilems  relax'd,  and  all  turn'd  topr}--tiiny. 
With  hypochondriacs,  obftiu6tions,  and  fcuny ; 
And  thefe  are  dlflempcrs  he  muft  know  the  whole  on, 
for  he  talk'd  of  the  peritoneum  and  colon, 
Of  phlegmatic  humours  opprcfling  the  women. 
From  foeculcnt  matter  that  i\vdh  the  abdomen  ; 
But  the  noife  I  have  heard  in  my  bowels,  like  thunder. 
Is  a  flatus,  1  find,  in  my  left  hypochondcr. 
So  plenty  of  med'cines  each  day  docs  he  fend 
Foji  Jingulas  liquUas  fedes  fumend' 
Ad  crepitus  ^e/per    i^  man'  promo'void^ ; 
In  Englifli  to  fay,  wc  mufl:  fwallow  a  potion 
For  driving  oiit  wind  after  every  motion ; 
The  fame  to  continue  for  tlirec  weeks  at  leaft, 
Before  we  may  venture  the  waters  to  tafte. 


Ti\-z 


(     14    ) 

Five  times  have  I  purgM,  yet  I'm  forry  to  tell  ye 

I  find  the  fame  gnawin^j  and  wind  in  my  belly ; 

But,  without  any  doubt,  I  ihall  find  myfelf  flronger, 

When  I've  took  the  fame  phyfic  a  week  or  two  longer. 

He  gives  little  Tabby  a  great  many  dofes, 

For  he  fays  the  poor  creature  has  got  the  Chlorops^ 

Or  a  ravenous  Pica^  fo  brought  on  the  vapours 

By  fwallowing  fhifF  Ihe  has  read  in  the  papers ; 

And  often  I've  marvell'd  flie  li^ent  fo  much  money 

In  Water -dock  EJfence^  and  Balfam  of  Honey  \ 

Such  tindures,  elixirs,  fuch  pills  have  I  fcen, 

I  never  could  wonder  her  face  was  fo  green. 

Yet  he  thinks  he  can  very  foon  fet  her  to  right 

With  ^ejl'ic   EquiTi    that  fhe  takes  every  night ; 

And  when  to  her  fnirits  and  ftrenc^th  he  has  brought  her, 

He  thinks  fhe  may  venture  to^'athe  in  the  water. 

But 


(    IS    ) 

But  Pruoence  is  forcM  ev'ry  day  to  ride  out, 
For  he  fays  ftie  wants  thoroughly  jumbli|ig  about. 
Now  it  happens  in  this  very  houfe  is  a  lodger, 
Whol^  name's  Nicodemus,  but  fotne  call  him  Roger, 
And  Roger's  Co  good  as  my  fiiicr  to  bump 
On  a  pillion,  as  foon  as  fhe  comes  from  the  pump ; 
He's  a  pious  good  man,  and  an  excellent  feholar. 
And  I  think  it  is  certain  no  harm  can  befall  her ; 
For  Roger  is  conllantly  fjiying  his  pray'rs, 
Or  fmging  fome  ipiritual  hymn  on  the  ilairs. 
But  my  coulin  Mifs  Jenny's  as  frefli  as  a  rofe. 
And  the  Captain  attends  her  wherever  Ihe  goes: 
The  Captain's  a  nvQrthy  gsod/ort  of  a  mcm^ 
For  he  calls  in  upon  us  xvhcnever  he  can. 
And  ofcen  a  dinner  or  fupper  he  takes  here, 
And  Jenny  and  he  talk  of  Milton  and  Shaksspear  : 

4  For 


'      (     i6    ) 
For  the  life  of  me  now  I  can't  think  of  his  name, 
But  wc  all  got  acquainted  as  foon  as  we  came. 

Don't  wonder,  dear  mother,  in  verfe  I  have  writ. 
For  Jenny  declares  I've  a  good  prctt^^  wit; 
She  fays  that  ihe  frequently  fends  a  tew  verfes 
To  friends  and  acquaintance,  and  often  rehearfcs ; 
Declares  'tis  the  fafhion,  and  all  the  world  knows 
There's  nothing  (o  filthy,  fo  vulgar,  as  profe. 
And  I  hope,  as  I  write  without  any  connection, 
I  Ihall  nkke  a  great  figure  in  Do ds ley's  Collection} 
At  leall,  when  he  chufes  his  book  to  encreafe, 
I  may  take  a  fmall  flight  as  2.  fugitive  piece. — 
But  now,  my  dear  mother,  I'm  quite  at  a  ftand, 
So  I  reft  your  mofl  dutiful  Ton  to  command. 

Bath,  1766.  S^— E— n — r — ]?. 


(    17    ) 


LETTER     IIL 


Mifs  Jenny  W — d — r  to  Lady  Eliz.  M — D — ss, 
at ^Caflle,  North. 


The  Birth  of  Fashion,  a  fpccimen  of  a 
Modern  Ode. 


l3UircTh^  are  charms  by  heav'n  affign*d 

To  modifh  life  alone ; 
A  grace,  an  air,  a  tstfte  refinM, 

To  vukar  fouls  unknown*  '  *' 


■*■ 


» 


Nature, 


(  I^  ) 

Namre,  my  tVicnd,  profufc  in  vain, 

May  ev'r}'  gift  impart; 
If  unimprovM,  they  ne'er  can  gain 

An  empire  o'er  the  heart. 

Drefs  be  our  care,  in  this  gay  fccnc 

Of  pleafure's  blell  abode ; 
Enchanting  Drefs !  if  well  I  vrccriy 
Fit  fubjecl:  for  an  ode. 

G)me  then,  nymph  of  various  mien, 
Vot'ry  true  of  beauty's  queen, 
Whom  the  young  and  agM  adore, 
And  thy  dift'rcnt  arts  explore, 
Fasiiiox,  come, — On  me  a-whilc 
Deign,  fantafiic  nymph,  to  fmile. 


MoRIAti 


(     19    ) 
M-oriAh  *  thee,  in  times  of  yore. 
To  the  motley  Proteus  bore  ; 
He,  in  bilhops'  robes  array 'd, 
Went  one  night  to  malqucrade, 
Where  thy  fimple  mother  llray'd. 
She  v/as  clad  like  harmlefs  qiiaker, 
And  was  pleas'd  my  Lord  Ihould  take  her 
By  the  waift,  and  kindly  fliake  her  ; 
And,  with  look  demure,  faid  fhc, 
*'  Pray,  my  hord^-^^j  you  J^now  me  P^'' 
He,  with  foothing  fiatt'ring  arts, 
Such  as  win  all  female  hearts. 
Much  extoird  her  wit  and  beaut)-, 
And  declared  it  was  his  dut}-, 

*  The  Goddefs  of  Folly, 


1 


C  a  As 


(    to    ) 
As  flie  was  a  maid  of  honour, 
To  confer  his  blefling  on  her. 
There,  'mid  drefs  of  various  hue, 
Crimfon,  yellow,  green  and  blue, 
All  on  furbelows  and  laces,    ' 
Slipt  into  her  chafte  embraces ; 
Then,  like  fainted  rogue,  cry'd  he, 
"  Little  quaker,— ^o«  kno^v  me,'* 

Fiird  with  thee,  (he  went  to  France, 
Land  renown'd  for  complaifance, 
Vers'd  in  (cience  debonnair. 
Bowing,  dancing,  drefling  hair ; 
There  fhe  chofe  her  habitation, 
Fix'd  thy  place  of  ediKation. 


Nymph, 


(  =■  ) 

Nymph,  at  thy  aufpicious  birth 

Hebe  flrevv'd  with  flovvVs  the  earth; 

Thee  to  welcome  all  the  Graces, 

Deck'd  in  ruffles,  deck*d  in  Iftces, 

With  the  God  of  love  attended. 

And  the  Cyprian  queen  delcended. 

Now  you  trip  it  o'er  the  globe,  i 

Clad  in  party-colour'd  robe, 

And,  with  all  thy  mother's  fcnfe. 

Virtues  of  your  fire  diipenfe,  '  "IZ 

Goddcfs,  if  from  hand  like  mine. 
Aught  be  worthy  of  thy  flirine. 
Take  tlie  flowr'y  wreath  I  twine. 
Lead,  O  !  lead  me  by  the  hand, 
Guide  mc  with  thy  magic  wand, 

C  3  Whether 


(       .^2       ) 

Whether  thou,  in  lace  and-ribbons, 
Choofc  the  form  of  Mrs.  Gibbons, 
Or  the  nym}^  of  fmiling  look, 
At  Bath  yclept  JanettaCook, 
Bring,  O  bring  thy  cflencc-pot, 
Amber,  miilk,  and  bcrgamot, 
Eiiu  de  chipre,  eau  de  hicc, 
Sans  pareil,  and  citron  juice. 
Nor  thy  band-box  leave  behind, 
Fiird  with  Hores  of  ev'ry  kind ; 
All  th'  enraptur'd  bard  fuppofes, 
Who  to  Fancy  odes  compofes; 
Ail  that  Fancy's  felf  has  feign'd 
In  a  band-box  is  contain'd : 
Painted  lawns,  and  chcquer'd  lliades, 
Crape,  that's  worn  by  love-lorn  maids, 
V/ater'd  tabbies,  Hov/'r'd  brocades ; 


1 
i 


Vi^Jetf, 


(      23     ) 
Vi'iets,  pinks,  Italian  pofies. 

Myrtles,  jefTamin,  and  rofes, 

Aprons,  caps,  and  'kerchiefs  clean, 

Straw-built  hats,  and  bonnets  green. 

Catgut,  gauzes,  tippets,  ruffs, 

Fans  and  hoods,  and  fcathcr'd  muffs, 

Stomachers,  and  paris-nets. 

Ear-rings,  necklaces,  aigrets, 

Fringes,  blonds,  and  mignionets ; 

Fine  vermilion  for  the  cheek, 

Velvet  patches  a  la  grecqiie. 

Come,  but  don't  forget  the  gloves, 

Which,  with  all  the  fmiling  loves, 

Venus  caught  young  Cupid  picking 

From  the  tender  brcall  of  chicken  j 


1 


C  4  Little 


(  H  ) 

Little  chicken,  worthier  far 
Than  the  birds  of  Juno's  car, 
Soft  as  Cy THERE  a's  dovc. 
Let  thy  Ikin  my  Ikin  improve; 
Thou  by  night  (halt  grace  my  arm, 
And  by  day  (halt  teach  to  charm. 

■!  : 

i  ]  Then,  O  fweet  goddefs,  bring  with  thes: 

Thy  boon  attendant  Gaiety, 
Laughter,  Freedom,  Mirth,  and  Eafe^ 
And  all  the  fmiling  deities ; 
Fancy,  Ipreading  painted  fails. 
Loves  that  fan  with  gentle  gales.-^ 
But  hark — methinks  I  hear  a  voice, 
^ly  organs  all  at  cnce  rejoice; 


A  voice 


(   ^s   ) 

A  voice  that  faysy  or  ferns  to  faj^ 

"  Sifter,  haften,  fifter  gay, 

"  Come  to  the  pump-room— come  away.' 


) 


Bath,  1766.  J_^  W— d— r. 


LET- 


(     =6    ) 


I 

LETTER     iV. 


I 


■{uV;."  :;;.Gi— aiw 


i^ffrSmKiNB-i— i; — R- — D  to  Lady  B— n— r — d, 
a Hall,  North. 


A  CoxsuLTATiox  of  Physicians. 

X^Ear  inotber,  my  time  has  been  ^ivrctchcdly  fpent 

IV kh  a  g'ipc  or  :i  liickup  wherever  I  went, 

My  iloniach  all  fweird,  till  I  thought  it  would  buii^j 

Sure  never  ]x>ar  mortal  with  wind  was  fo  ciiril ! 

If  ever  I  ea-  r.  good  uipner  at  night, 

4  t.Tw:i:r:'d  of  the  dcvil^  aad  wak'd  in  a  fright : 

Aiui 


(     ^7     ) 

And  fo,  vLi  I  grew  cvVy  day  woifc  and  woifc, 

Tkc  dodtor  advis'd  me  to  fend  for  a  niufc, 

And  the  nurfe  was  fo  willing  my  health  to  rcll:ore, 

She  beg'd  me  to  fetid  for  a  few  doctors  more ; 

For  when  any  difficult  work's  to  be  done, 

M'Hiy  heads  can  difpatch  it  much  fooner  thiin  one ; 

And  I  find  there  are  doflors  enough  at  this  place, 

If  you  want  to  confult  in  a  dangerous  cafe. 

So  they  met  all  together,  and  thus  began  talking : 

"  Good  do6lor,  I'm  your's — 'tis  a  line  day  for  walking—^ 

*'  Sad  news  in  the  papers — G-d  knows  who's  to  blame!— 

'-'  The  colonies  fecm  to  be  all  in  a  fiame — 

**  This  JIamp'ac?y  no  doubt,  might  be  good  for  the  cro^\'n, 

"  But  I  fear  'tis  a  pill  that  will  never  go  down  — 

*'  What  can  Portugal  mean  ? — IzJ/^e  going  to  fllr  up 

**  Convuliions  and  heats  in  the  bowels  of  Europe  ? 

'^  'TiU 


(     28     ) 
*'  *Twill  be  fatal  if  England  rclapfes  again, 
•*  From  the  ill  blood  and  humours  of  Bourbon  and  Spain^ 
Says  I,  '  My  good  doftors,  I  can't  undcrftand 

*  Why  the  ducc  ye  take  fo  many  patients  in  hand ; 

*  Ye've  a  great  deal  of  pradice,  fo  far  as  I  find, 

*  But  fince  ye're  come  hither,  do  pray  be  fo  kind 

*  To  write  me  down  fomcthing  that's  good  for  the  wind. 
'  No  doubt  ye  are  all  of  ye  great  politicians, 

^  But  at  prefcnt  7:-iy  bonjceh  have  need  of  phyficians : 

'  Confider  my  cafe  in  the  light  it  deferves, 

'  And  pity  the  fcate  of  my  flomach  and  nerves.'— 

But  a  tight  little  doctor  began  a  difpute 

'About  adminiilrations,  Newcastle  and  Bute, 

Talk'd  much  of  oeconomy,  much  of  profufenefs,— 

Sa)'s  another — **  This  cafe,  which  at  firll  was  a  bofencfs, 


«  Is 


(    29    ) 

"  Is  become  a  Tene/tnus^  andiall  we  can  do 

"  Is  to  give  him  a  gentle  cathartic  or  two ; 
"  Firft  get  off  the  phlegm  that  adheres  to  the  P//V^, 
*'  Then  throw  in  a  mcd'cine  that's  pretty  and  fpicy;  — 
"  A  peppermint  draught, — or  a — Come,  let's  be  gone, 
"  We've  another  bad  cafe  to  confider  at  one." 

So  thus  they  bnifh'd  off,  each  his  cane  at  his  nofc, 
When  Jenny  came  in,  who  had  heard  all  their  profe; 
"  I'll  teach  them,  fays  fiie,  at  their  next  confultation, 
*'  To  come  and  take  fees  for  the  good  of  the  nation," 
I  could  not  conceive  what  a  devil  flie  meant, 
But  Ihe  feiz'd  all  the  fluff  that  the  dodor  had  font, 
And  out  of  the  window  (lie  flung  it  down  fbufe, 
As  the  firft  politician  went  out  of  the  houfe. 

Decov^ions 


(     3®   .) 
Decoctions  aiid  (ytwpi  ^vtiund  him  aft-  ftew, 
The  piii,  bolus,:  julep,  nnd  apozem  too  j 
His  wig  had  the  kick  a  cathartic  to  meet, 
And  fquafii  went  the  gallipot  under  his  feet. 
She  faid,  'twas  a  {liame  I  fhould  fwallow  fuch  Huff, 
When  my  bowels  were  weak,  and  the  phylic  fo  rough  j 
l)cclar'd  fhe  was  fliock'd  that  fo  many  fhould  come 
To  be  doiSlor'd  to  death  fuch  a  diftance  from  home, 
At  a  place  where  they  tell  you  that  water  alone 
*".Can  cure  all  diltcmpers  that  ever  were  known. 
But  what  is  the  pleafariteft  part  of  the  flor}-, 
She  has  ordered  for  dinner  a  piper  and  dory ;  ■ 

For  to-day  Captain  Cormorant's  coming  to  dine^ 
That  worthy  acquaintance  of  Jen.vy^s  and  mine. 
* Tis  a  fnamc  to  the  army,  that  men  of  fuch  fpirit 
Should  never  obtain  the  reward  of  tiicir  merit; 


5  ^"^ 


<     3^     ) 

For  die  CaJ)taiii*s  as ^lant  a  mah'y  Viihe  '^dVnj   - 
And  as  honeil:  a  tt]l6^-  ds  'cvtr  trafs  born : 
After  fo  many  hatdfl^.ips,  sfnd  dangers  ifanM, 
He  himfclt  thinks  he  ought  to  be  better  prcfen'tL 
And  Roger,  or  what  is  his  name,  Nicodemus, 
Appears  full  as  kind,  and  as  much  to  cHeem  us ; 
Our  pRUDExcE  declares  he's  an  excellent  preacher. 
And  by  night  anvi  by  day  is  fo  good  as  to  reach  her ; 
His  doiflrine  (6  found  with  fuch  fpirit  he  ?ives, 
She  ne'er  can  forget  it  as  long  as  (he  lives. 
I  told  you  before  that  he's  often  fo  kind 
As  to  go  ovit  a  riding  with  Prudence  behind, 
So  frequently  dines  here  without  any  preliing. 
And  now  to  the  fiih  he  is  jrivin^  his  bleil^nfi; 


Ana 


(     32    ) 
And  as  that  Is  the  cafe,  tho*  I've  taken  a  griper, 
rU  venture  to  peck  at  the  dory  and  piper. 
And  now,  my  dear  mother,  &c.  &c<  &c. 


Bath,  1766. 


B— N— R— 1>^ 


LET- 


(     33     ) 


LETTER      V. 


Mr.  SiMKiN  B — N — R — D  to  Lady  B — n— r — D: 
at Hall  J  North, 


O         Salutations  of  Bath,  and    an   adventure  of 
Mr.  B — N — R — 1)\  In  confcqucncc  thereof. 


X^  O  city,  dear  mother,  this  city  excels 
For  charming  fweet  founds  both  of  fiddles  and  bells 
I  thought,  like  a  fool,  that  they  only  would  ring 
For  a  wedding,  or  judge,  or  the  birth  of  a  king  ; 


Bat 


(    H    ) 

But  I  foimd  'twas  for  w^,  that  the  good-natur'd  people 
Rung  (o  hard  that  I  thought  they  would  pull   down  the 

ftecple ; 
So  I  took  cut  my  purfc,  as  I  hate  to  be  fliabby, 
And  paid  all  the  men  :\\4ien  they  came  from  the  abbey ; 
Yet  fome  think  it  ftrange  \hty  fnould  make  fuch  a  riot 
In  a  place  where  fick  folk  would  be  glad  to  be  quiet; 
But  I  hear  'ds  the  bufmcfs  of  this  coiporation 
To  welcome  in  all  the  great  men  of  the  nation, 
For  you  know  there  is  nothing  diverts  or  employs 
The  minds  of  great  people  like  making  a  noife : 
So  with  bells  they  contrive  all  as  much  as  they  can, 
To  tell  the  arrival  of  any  fuch  man. 
If  a  broker,  or  ihuefman,  a  gameiler,  or  peer, 
A  natValIzM  Jew,  or  a  bifliop  comes  here, 


Or 


(    35    ) 

Or  an  eminent  trader  in  cheefe  Tnould  retire 
Juft  to  think  of  the  bus'nefs  the  Hate  may  requirO) 
With  horns  and  with  trumpets,  with  fiddles  and  dnim?. 
They'll  ilrive  to  divert  him  as  foon  as  he  comes. 
'Tis  amazing  they  find  fuch  a  number  of  ways 
Of  employing  his  thoughts  all  the  time  that  he  flays  i 
It"  by  chance  the  great  man  at  his  lodging  alone  is. 
He  may  view  from  his  window  the  colliers*  ponies 
On  both  the  parades,  where  they  tumble  and  kick, 
To  the  great  entertainment  of  thofe  that  are  fick : 
What  a  number  of  airnfpits  and  builders  he'll  find 
For  relaxing  his  cares,  and  unbending  his  mind, 
IVhile  notes  of  fweet  mufic  contend  with  the  erics 
Oi  fine  potted  laverf,  frejli  oyjiersy   and  piei  f 
And  mufick's  a  thing  I  fliall  truly  revere, 
Since  the  citj'-muficians  lb  tickled  my  ear; 

D  2  For 


Tor  M  hen  w  c  AvrWd  here  at  Bai/j  I'olher  clay, 

They  cmnc  to  our  lodgings  on  purpofe  to  play ; 

And  I  thought  it  was  right,  as  the  mufic  was  ccmc, 

To  foot  it  a  little  in  Taeitiia's  room, 

For  practice  makes  pcrfc6i:,  as  often  I've  read. 

And  to  heels  is  offcrvicc  as  well  as  the  head; 

But  the  lodgers  were  iliock'd  fuch  a  noife  we  fliould  make, 

And  the  ladies  dcclar'd  that  we  kept  them  a\\'ake ; 

Lord  Ringbone,  who  lay  in  the  parlour  below, 

On  account  of  the  gout  he  had  got  in  his  toe, 

Began  on  a  fudden  to  curfe  and  to  fwear; 

I  proteil,  my  dear  mother,  'cwas  fhocking  to  hear 

The  oaths  of  that  reprobate  gouty  old  peer: 

*'  All  the  devils  in  hell  fure  at  once  have  concun-'d 

**  To  make  fuch  a  noife  here  as  never  was  heard ; 

.:  *'  Some 


(     37     ) 
"  Some  blundering  blockhead,  while  I  am  in  bed, 
"  Treads  as  hard  as  a  coach-horfe  juil  over  my  head ; 
"  I  cannot  conceive  what  a  plague  he's  about! 
"  Are  the  lidlers  come  hither  to  make  all  this  rout 
"  With  their  d — 'd  fqueaking  catgut,  that's  worfc  than 

"  the  gout  ? 
*'  If  the  aldermen  bad  'cm  come  hither,  I  Iwear 
*'  I  wifli  they  were  broiling  in  hell  with  the  may'r ; 
"  May  flames  be  my  portion,  if  ever  I  give 
"  Thofe  rafcais  one  farthing  as  long  as  I  live."— 
So  while  they  were  playing  their  mufical  airs. 
And  I.  was  juft  dancing  the  hay  round  the  chairs, 
He  roar'd  to  his  Frenchman  to  kick  them  down  Hairs. 
The  Frenchman  came  forth  with  his  outlandifli  lingo, 
Juft  the  fame  as  a  monkey,  and  made  all  the  men  go; 

D  3  T  could 


(     38     ) 

I  could  not  make  out  what  he  faid,  not  a  word, 

And  his  I^ordftiip  declar'd  I  was  vcr)^  abfurd. 

Says  I,  '  Mafter  Ringboxe,  IVe  nothing  to  fear, 

'  Tho'  you  be  a  Lord,  and  your  man  a  Mounfccr, 

♦  For  the  may'r  and  the  aldermen  bad  them  come  here :   . 

'  As  abfurd  as  I  am, 

'  I  don't  care  a  damn 

*  For  you,  nor  your  ^vake  dejham : 

*  For  a  Loi'd,  do  you  fee, 

*  Is  nothing  to  me, 

*  Any  more  than  a  flea; 

*  And  your  Frenchman  fo  eager, 
>  ■  With  all  his  foup  meagie, 

•^  Is  no  more  than  a  moufe, 

*  Or  a  bug,  or  a  loufe, 

«  And  I'll  do  as  I  ])lcafe  while  I  flay  in  the  houfe ; 

'  Fo 


(    39    ) 

'  For  the  B — K — r — d  family  all  can  afford 

'  To  part  with  their  money  a6  free  as  a  Lord.'* 

So  I  thank'd  the  mulicians,  and  gave  them  a  guinea, 
Tho'  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  callM  nie  a  ninny ; 
And  I'll  give  them  another  the  next  time  they  pla}', 
For  men  of  good  fortime  encourage,  they  fay, 
All  arts  and  all  fciences  too  in  their  way; 
And  the  men  were  fo  kind  as  to  holloo  and  bawl, 
"  God  blefs  you,  Sir,  thank  you,  good  fortune  bcfal 
**  Yourfelf,  and  the  B— n— r— d  family  all."— 

Excufe  any  more, — for  I  very  well  know 
Both  my  fubjed  and  vcrfe — is  exceedingly  loiu ; 


D  4  But 


(    ,+0     ) 

But  if  any  great  critic  finds  fault  with  my  letter, 

Ke  has  nothing  to  do  but  to  fend  you  a  better. 
And  now,  my  dear  mother,  &:c.  &cc.  &:c. 

Bath,  1766.  S B— n — x — d. 


;  iin  hriu 


L  E  T- 


(    41     ) 


L    E    T    T    E    R      VI. 


Mr.  SiMKiN  B— N- — R — D  to  Lady  B — n — r — d, 
at Hall,  North. 


Mr.  B — N  — R — D  gives  a  defcription  of   the 

Bathing. 


X    His  morning,  dear  mother,  as  foon  as  'twas  light, 
I  was  wak'd  by  a  noife  that  aftonifh'd  me  quite, 
For  In  Tabitha's  chamber  I  heard  fuch  a  clatter, 
I  could  not  conceive  what  the  duce  was  the  matter; 


And, 


(    4^    ) 

And,  would  you  believe  it,  I  went  up  and  found  her 

In  a  blanket,  with  two  luHy  fellows  around  her, 

Who  both  feem'd  a  going  to  cany  her  off  in 

A  little  black  box  juil  the  fize  of  a  coffin : 

'  Pray  tell  me,  fays  I,  what  ye're  doing  of  there  ?* 

"  Why,  maflcr,  'tis  hard  to  be  bilk'd  of  our  fare, 

*'  x^nd  fo  we  were  thrufting  her  into  a  chair : 

"  W'c  dent  fee  no  reafon  for  ufing  us  fo, 

*'  For  (he  bad  us  come  hither,  and  now  Ihe  won't  go : 

*'  We've  earn'd  all  the  fare,  for  we  both  came  and  knock'd  her 

"  Up,  as  foon  as  'twas  light,  by  advice  of  the  do6tor; 

*'  And  this  is  a  job  that  we  often  go  a'ter 

"  For  ladies  that  chufc  to  go  into  the  water." 

'  But  pra)-,  fays  I,  Tabitha,  what  is  your  drift 

*  To  be  cover'd  in  flannel  inflead  of  a  fhift  ? 

<  'Tis 


(    43     ) 

*  'Tis  all  by  the  doctor's  advice,  I  fuppofc, 

*  That  nothing  is  left  to  be  feen  but  your  nofe : 

*  I  think,  if  you  really  intend  to  go  in, 

'  'T would  do  you  more  good  if  you  ftript  to  the  fkin^ 
'  And  if  youVe  a  mind  for  a  frolick,  i'fa'th, 

*  ril  jull  ilep  and  fee  you  jump  into  the  bath.' 
So  they  hoillcd  her  down  juil  as  fail  and  as  well, 
And  as  fnug  as  a  hod'mandod  rides  in  his  fheil: 

I  fain  would  have  gone  to  fee  Tabitha  dip. 
But  they  turn'd  at  a  corner  and  gave  me  the  11  ip. 
Yet  in  fearching  about  I  had  better  fuccefs. 
For  I  got  to  a  place  where  the  ladies  undrefs : 
Thinks  I  to  myfclf,  they  are  after  fome  fun. 
And  I'll  fee  Vvhat  they're  doing  as  fure  as  a  gun : 
So  I  pcep'd  at  the  door,  and  I  faw  a  great  mat 
That  cover'd  a  table,  and  got  under  that. 

And 


(    44    ) 

And  laid  myfelf  doWn  there,  as  fniig  and  as  Hill, :  iL-:  e:T'  * 

(As  a  body  may  fay)  like  a  thief  in  a  mill : 

And  of  all  the  fine  lights  I  have  feen,  my  dear  mother,,  "   • 

1  never  expect  to  behold  fuch  another : 

How  the  ladies  did  giggle  and  fet  up  their  clacks,  ■■"■    ' 

AH  the  while  an  old  woman  v/as  rubbing  their  backs !   ■ 

Oh  'twas  pretty  to  fee  them  all  put  on  their  flannels, 
And  then  take  the  water  like  fo  many  fpaniels. 
And  tho'  all  the  while  it  grew  hotter  and  hotter, 
They  fwam,  jull  as  if  they  were  hunting  an  otter. 
'Twas  a  glorious  fight  to  behold  the  fair  fex 
All  wading  with  gentlemen  up  to  their  necks. 
And  view  them  fo  prettily  tumble  and  fprawl 
In  a  great  fmoaking  kettle  as  big  as  our  hall : 
And  to-day  many  perfons  of  rank  and  condition 
Were  boll'd  by  command  of  an  able  phyfician : 


(    4i    )       . 
Dean  Spavin,  Dean  Mangey,  and  Doclor  De'sqtirtj 

Were  all  fent  from  Cambridge  to  rub  off  their  dirt ; 

Judge  Bane,  and  the  worthy  old  Counfcllor  Pest, 

Joln'd  iflue  at  once,  and  went  in  with  the  roll: ; 

And  this  they  all  faid  was  exceedingly  good 

For  ilrength'ning  the  fpirits  and  mending  the  blood. 

It  pleas'd  me  to  fee  how  they  all  were  inclined 

To  lengthen  their  lives  for  the  good  of  mankind : 

For  I  ne*er  would  believe  that  a  bifhop  or  judge 

Can  fancy  old  Satan  may  o'.ve  him  a  grudge, 

Tho'  fomc  think  the  lawyer  may  chufe  to  demur. 

And  the  prieil  till  another  occafion  defer ; 

And,  both  to  be  better  prepared  for  herea'ter, 

Take  a  fmack  of  the  brimftonc  contained  in  the  Vs'ater. 

But,  what  is  furprlzing,  no  mortal  e'er  viewM 

Any  one  of  the  ph\-fical  gentlemen  ftew'd  ; 

2  Since 


(    46    ) 
Since  the  day  that  king  Bladud  *  firfl:  found  out  the  bogs. 
And  thought  them  fo  gooil  for  himfelf  and  his  hogs, 
Not  one  of  the  fiiculty  ever  has  try*d 
Thcfe  excellent  waters  to  cure  his  own  hide  ; 
Tho'  many  a  fkilful  and  learned  phyfician, 
With  candour,  good  fenfe,  anci  profound  erudition, 
Obliges  the  ^vorld  with  the  fruits  of  his  brain, 
Their  nature  and  hidden  efiecfts  to  explain. 
Thus  Chiro.y  advis'd  madam  Thetis  to  take 
And  dip  her  poor  child  in  the  Stygian  lake, 
But  the  worthy  old  doclor  was  not  fuch  an  elf 
As  ever  to  venture  his  carcafc  hinifclf. 
So  Jason*s  good  wife  us'd  to  fet  on  a  pot, 
And  put  in  at  once  all  the  patients  fhc  got, 
*VideOLD  Bath  Guide, 


But 


(    47     ) 
l^ut  thought  It  iufficknt  to  give  her  diredUon, 
Witliout  being  coddled  to  mend  her  complexion : 
And  I  never  have  heard  that  ihe  \\rote  any  trciuife 
To  tell  whtit  the  virtue  of  water  and  heat  is. 
You  cannot  conceive  what  a  number  of  hidies 
Were  wafh'df'm  the  water  the  fame  as  our  maid  is : 
Old  Baron  V A  N  t  E  A  z  E  R ,  a  man  of  great  wealth , 
Brought  his  lady  the  Baron e/s  here  for  her  heakh  ; 

The  Barofic/s  bathes,  and  fhe  fays  that  her  cafe 

Has  been  hit  to  a  hair,  and  is  mending  apace : 

And  this  is  a  point  all  the  learned  agree  on 

The  BarcnM'A^  met  with  the  fate  of  Acteon^  ; 

Who,  while  he  peep*d  into  the  bath,  had  the  luck 

To  find  himll'lf  fuddenly  chang'd  to  a  buck. 

Mifs  ScRATCHiT  went  in,  and  the  countefs  of  Scales,. 

Both  ladies  of  very  great  faihion  in  Wales  ; 

Then 


(    48    ) 
Then  all  on  a  fudden  two  perfons  of  worth, 
My  Lady  Pandora  Mac'scurvey  came  forth, 
With  General  Sulphur  arrlv'd  from  the  North. 
So  Tabby,  you  fee,  had  the  honour  of  walhing 
With  folk  of  dillinftion  and  very  high  fafhion ; 
But  in  fpite  of  good  company,  poor  little  foul, 
She  Ihook  both  her  ears  like  a  moufe  in  a  bowl. 

Ods  bobs !  how  delighted  I  was  unawares, 
With  the  fiddles  I  heard  in  the  room  above  ftairs ; 
For  mufic  is  wholefome,  the  do6lors  all  think, 
For  ladies  that  bathe,  and  for  ladies  that  drink ; 
And  that's  the  opinion  of  Robin  our  driver. 
Who  whillles  his  nags  while  they  fland  at  the  river : 
They  fay  it  is  right  that  for  evciy  glafs 
A  tune  you  Ihould  take,  that  the  water  may  pafs ; 


So 


(    49    ) 

So  while  little  Tabby  was  walhing  her  rump, 
The  ladies  kept  drinking  it  out  of  a  pump. 

I've  a  deal  more  to  fay,  but  am  loth  to  intrude 
On  your  time,  my  dear  mother,  fo  now  1*11  conclude. 

BaT5,  17664  S*i»—  B— N— R— »• 


I,  E  T^ 


(     so     ) 


LETTER     VII. 


Mr.  Sim  KIN  B — n — r — d  to  Lady  B — n — r — d,. 
at Hall,  North. 


A  Panegyric  on  Bath,  and  a  Moravian  Hymn. 

\Jf  all  the  gay  places  the  world  can  afford. 

By  gentle  and  fimple  for  paftlme  ador'd, 

Fine  balls,  and  fine  concerts,  fine  buildings,  and  Iprings, 

Fine  walks,  and  fine  views,  and  a  thoufand  fine  things, 

Not  to  mention  the  fweet  fituation  and  air. 

What  place,  my  dear  mother,  with  Baf^  can  compare  ? 

Let  Brijiol  for  commerce  and  dirt  be  rcnown'd, 

At  SaPfcury  pen-knives  and  fcilTars  be  ground ; 

The 


(    51    ) 

The  towns  of  De-vtzes,  of  Bradford,  and  Frome^ 

May  boafi:  that  they  better  can  manage  the  loom ; 

I  believe  that  they  may ; — but  the  world  to  refine, 

In  manners,  in  drefs,  and  politenefs  to  Ihine, 

O  Bath  ! — let  the  art,  let  the  gloiy  be  thine. 

I'm  fure  I  have  travel'd  our  county  all  o'er, 

And  ne'er  was  fo  civilly  treated  before ; 

Would  you  think,  my  dear  mother,  (without  the  leail  hint 

That  we  all  fhould  be  glad  of  appearing  in  print) 

The  news-writers  here  were  fo  kind  as  to  give  all 

The  world  an  account  of  our  happy  arrival  ? — 

You  fcarce  can  imagine  what  numbers  I've  met, 

(Tho'  to  me  they  are  perfectly  ilrangers  as  yet) 

Who  all  with  addrcfs  and  civillt)^  came. 

And  feem  vaflly  proud  of  subscribing  our  name. 

E  2  Vounu: 


(    5=    ^ 

Young  Timothy  Canvass  is  charm'd  with  the  place, 

Who,  I  hear,  is  come  hither  his  fibres  to  brace; 

Poor  man  1  at  th'  eleclion  he  threw,  t'other  day^ 

All  his  vicluals,  and  li(|uor,  and  money  away; , 

And  feme  people  think  with  fuch  haite  he  began, 

That  loon  he  the  conflable  greatly  outran, 

And  is  qualified  now  for  a  Parliament-man : 

Goes  every  day  to  the  coltee-houfe,  where 

The  wits  and  the  great  politicians  repair ; 

Harangues  on  the  funds,  and  the  Hate  of  the  nation, 

And  plans  a  good  fpeech  for  an  admlniftration, 

In  hopes  of  a  place,  which  he  thinks  he  defei-ves, 

As  the  love  of  his  country  has  ruin'd  his  nerves.- — 

Our  neighbour,  Sir  Easterlin  Widgeon,  has  fworc 

Ke  ne'e;-  will  return  to  his  bogs  any  more: 


Ihe 


(     53     ) 

The  Thlchfculh  are  fettled ;  weVe  had  invitations 

With  a  great  many  more  on  the  fcore  of  relations : 
The  Loungers  are  come  toe. — Old  Stucco  has  juft  fent 
His  plan  for  a  houfe  to  be  built  in  the  Crefcent ; 
'Twill  foon  be  complete,  and  they  fay  all  their  work 
Is  as  ftrong  as  5/.  FauVs^  or  the  minfler  at  York, 
Don't  you  think  'twould  be  better  to  Icafe  our  eftate, 
And  buy  a  good  houfe  here,  before  'tis  too  late  ? 
You  never  can  go,  my  dear  mother,  where  you 
So  much  have  to  fee,  and  fo  little  to  do. 

I  write  this  in  hafte,  for  the  Captain  is  come, 
And  fo  kind  as  to  go  with  us  all  to  the  room ; 
But  be  fure,  by  the  very  next  poft,  you  (hall  hear 
Of  all  I've  the  pleafure  of  meeting  with  there  : 

E  3  Fov 


(     54    ) 

For  I  fcrlbble  my  verfe  with  a  great  deal  of  cafe, 
And  can  fend  you  a  letter  whenever  I  pleafe ; 
And  while  at  this  place  I've  the  honour  to  flay, 
I  think  I  can  never  want  fomething  to  fay, 
But  now,  my  dear  mother,  6cc.  Sec.  &c. 

Bath,   1766.  S— •  B — n—r— d, 

POSTSCRIP    T. 

I'm  forry  to  fmd  at  the  city  o^  Baih^ 
Many  folk  are  uneafy  concerning  their  faith : 
NicoDEMus,  the  preacher,  ftrives  all  he  can  do 
To  quiet  the  confcience  of  good  Mer  Prue  ; 
But  Tabby  from  fcruples  of  mind  is  releas'd 
Since  Ihe  met  with  a  learned  Moravian  priefl, 

WhQ 


(  •>}  ) 

Who  fays,  then  is  neither  tratifgrejjion  mrpn ; 
A  doctrine  that  brings  many  cuflomcrs  in. 
She  thinks  this  the  prctticft  ode  upon  earth, 
Which  he  made  on  hi:;  infant  that  dy\l  in  the  birth. 

O    D  '  E.  ^ 

Chicken  bieffed 

And  carcfled, 
Little  bee  on  Jesu's  bread ! 

From  the  huny 

And  the  flurry 
Of  the  earth  thou'rt  now  at  refl. 


*  The  learned  Mo RM'i AN  haa  pirated  this  Ode  from  Count 

ZiNZENDORF's  book  of  HyMNS.      Vid.  H.  XXXIII. 


E  4  L  E  T- 


(    S6    ) 


LETTER      VIII. 


Mr.  SiMKiN  B — N — R — D  to  Lady  B — n — r — d, 
at  — —  Hall,  North. 


Mr.  B — N — R — D  goes  to  the  Rooms.    His  opinion  of 
Gaming. 


JP  Rom  the  earliefl  ages,  dear  mother,  till  now, 
All  ilatefmen  and  great  politicians  allow, 
That  nothing  advances  the  good  of  a  nation, 
Like  giving  all  money  a  free  circulation : 
Yhis  queftion  from  members  of  parliament  draws 
Many  Ipeeches  that  meet  univerfal  applaufe; 

And 


(    57    ) 

And  If  ever,  dear  mother,  I  live  to  be  one, 

I'll  fpeak  on  this  fubjeiSt  as  lure  as  a  gun ; 

For  Bath  I  will  fpeak,  and  I'll  make  an  oration 

Shall  obtain  me  the  freedom  of  this  corporation ; 

I  have  no  kind  of  doubt  but  the  Speaker  will  beg 

All  the  members  to  hear^  when  I  fet  out  my  leg. 

^'  Circulation  of  Cciili — circulation  decay'd — 

**  Is  at  once  the  deilruction  and  ruin  of  trade; 

"  Circulation — I  fay— circulation  it  is 

*'  Gives  life  to  commercial  countries  like  this  ;'* 

What  thanks  to  the  city  of  Bath  then  are  due 

From  all  who  this  patriot  maxim  purfue ! 

For  in  no  place  whatever  that  national  good 

Is  pradis'd  fo  well,  and  fo  well  undcrllcod. 

What  infinite  merit  and  praifc  docs  (lie  claim  in 

Her  ways  and  her  means  for  promoting  ofga^hig  ! 


Aiid 


(     S8     ) 
And  gamhig^  no  doubt,  is  of  infinite  ufe 
That  fame  circulation  of  cafti  to  produce. 
What  true  public-fpirited  people  are  here, 
Who  for  that  very  purpofe  come  ever)-  year  i 
All  eminent  men,  who  no  trade  ever  knew 
But  gaming^  the  only  good  trade  to  purfue : 
All  other  profeffions  are  fubjeft  to  fail. 
But gamings  a  bus'nefs  will  ever  prevail ; 
Befides,  'tis  the  only  good  way  to  commence 
An  acquaintance  with  all  men  of  fpirit  and  fenfe  ; 
We  may  grub  on  without  it  through  life,  I  fuppofe, 
But  then  'tis  with  people — that  nobody  ktio^ws. 
We  ne'er  can  expect  to  be  rich,  wife,  or  great, 
Or  look'd  upon  lit  for  employments  of  ftate ; 
'Tis  your  men  of  fine  heads,  and  of  nice  calulations, 
That  afford  fo  much  fervice  to  adminiHrations, 

Who 


(     59    ) 
Who  by  frequent  experience  know  how  to  devize 

The  fpeedieft  methods  of  raifing  fupplies : 

'Tis  fuch  men  as  thefc,  men  of  honour  and  worth, 

That  challenge  refpeft  from  all  perfons  of  birth ; 

And  Is  it  not  right  they  fh.ould  all  be  careft, 

When  they're  all  fo  polite  and  fo  verv"  well  drcfl, 

When  they  circulate  freely  the  money  they've  won, 

And  wear  a  lac'd  coat,  tho'  their  fathers  wore  none  ? 

Our  trade  is  encourag'd  as  much,  if  not  more, 
By  the  tender  foft  fcx  I  fhall  ever  adore ; 
But  their  hufbands,  thofe  biaites,  have  been  known  to  com- 
plain, 
And  fwear  they  will  never  fet  foot  here  again. — 


Ye 


(     6o     ) 
Yc  wretches  ingrate !  to  find  fault  with  your  wives, 
The  comfort,  the  folace,  and  joy  of  j'our  lives ; 
Oh  that  women,  whofe  price  is  fo  far  above  rubies, 
Should  fill  to  the  lot  of  fuch  ignorant  boobies ! 
Don't  Solomon  fpeak  of  fuch  women  with  rapture 
In  verfe  his  eleventh  and  thirty-firil  chapter  ? 
And  furcly  that  wife  king  of  I/rael  knew 
What  belong'd  to  a  woman  much  better  than  you ! 
He  fays,  "  If  you  find  out  a  virtuous  wife, 
"  She  will  do  a  man  good  all  the  days  of  her  life ; 
"  She  deals  like  a  merchant,  (he  fitteth  up  late," 
And  you'll  find  it  is  written  in  verfc  twenty-eight, 
"  Her  hufband  is  fure  to  be  known  at  the  gate. 
"  He  never  hath  need  or  occafion  for  fpoil, 
"  When  his  wife  is  much  better  employed  all  the  while ; 


«  She 


(    6i     ) 

"  She  feeketh  fine  wool,  and  fine  linen  fhc  buys, 

*'  And  is  clothed  in  purple  and  fcarlet  likewife.'*— 

Now  pniy  don't  your  wives  do  the  very  fame  thing. 

And  follow  th'  advice  of  this  worthy  old  king  ? 

Do  they  fpare  for  expences  themfelves  in  adorning  ? 

Don't  they  go  about  buying  fine  things  all  the  morning  ? 

And  at  cards  all  the  night  take  the  trouble  to  play, 

To  get  back  the  money  they  fpcnt  in  the  day  ? 

And  fure  there's  no  fort  of  occafion  to  fhevv 

Ye  are  known  at  the  gate,  or  wherever  ye  go. 

Pray  ar€  not  your  ladies  at  Bath  better  plac'd  '\ 

Than  the  wife  of  a  king,  who  herfelf  fo  difgrac'd,  /• 

And  at  Ithaca  liv'd  mfuch  'very  bad  tajie  ?  J 

Poor  foul !  while  her  hufband  thought  proper  to  leave  her. 

She  flav'd  all  the  day  like  a  Spitalf(Us  weaver, 


And 


(       62       ) 

And  then,  like  a  fool,  when  her  web  was  half  fpun^ 
PuU'd  to  pieces  at  night  all  the  work  (he  had  done ; 
But  thefe  to  their  hulbands  more  profit  can  yields 
And  arc  much  like  a  lily  that  grows  in  the  field ; 
They  toil  not  indeed,  nor  indeed  do  they  fpin, 
Yet  they  never  are  idle  when  once  they  begin. 
But  are  very  intent  on  encreafing  their  llore. 
And  always  keep  (huffling  and  cutting  fof  more  : 
Induflrious  creatures !  that  make  it  a  rule 
To  fecure  half  the  fifh,  while  they  manage  the  pool ; 
So  they  win  to  be  fure ;  yet  I  very  much  wonder 
Why  they  put  fo  much  money  the  candlellick  under  ,* 
For  up  com.es  a  man  on  a  fudden,  fiapdafh, 
Snuffs  the  candles,  and  carries  away  all  the  cafh  : 
And  as  nobody  troubles  their  heads  any  more, 
I'm  in  ver\"  great  hopes  that  it  goes  to  the  poor. — 

IMcthinks 


(    63    ) 

Methinks  I  fhould  like  to  excel  in  a  trade 

By  which  fuch  a  number  their  fortunes  have  made. 

I've  heard  of  a  wife  philofophical  Jew, 

That  fhuffles  the  cards  in  a  manner  that's  new ; 

One  Jonas,  I  think :— And  could  wilh  for  the  future 

To  have  that  illuftrious  fage  for  my  tutor ; 

And  the  Captain,  whofe  kindnefs  I  ne'er  can  forget, 

Will  teach  me  a  game  that  he  calls  lanfquenet ; 

So  I  foon  (hall  acquaint  you  what  money  I've  won  ; 

In  the  mean  time  I  reft,  your  moft  dutiful*  fon. 

Bath,  1766,  S— —  B — n—R— d* 


The  End  of  the  First  Part,. 


T  H  E 


NEW   BATH    GUIDE. 


PART    the     SECOND, 


(    6;    ) 

PART    THE     SECOND. 
L    E    T    T    E    R    IX. 

Mifs  Jenny  W — d — r,  to  Lady  Eliz.  M— d — ss, 
at Caflle,  North. 

AJoURNAL. 

X    O  humbler  ftrains,  ye  Nine,  defcend, 
And  greet  my  poor  fequelkr'd  friend. 
Not  odes,  with  rapid  eagle  flight, 
That  foar  above  all  human  light ; 
Not  Fancy's  fair  and  fertile  field, 
To  all  the  fame  delight  can  yield. 

F  2  .Bur 


(    63    ) 

But  come,  Calliope,  and  fay 
How  pleafure  waftcs  the  Vailous  dny 
Whether  thou  art  wont  to  rove 
By  Parade,   or  Orange  grove, 
Or  to  breathe  a  purer  air 
In  the  Circus  or  the  Square ; 
Wherefoever  be  thy  path, 
Tell,  O  tell  the  joys  of  Bath. 

Ev'ry  morning,  evVy  night, 
Gayeft  fcenes  of  frelh  delight ; 
When  x\uR0RA  fheds  her  beams, 
Wak'd  from  foft  Elyfian  drcanis, 
Mufic  calls  me  to  the  fpring 
Which  can  health  and  fpirits  bring : 


There 


(     69    } 
There  Hygeia,  goddefs,  pours 
Blellings  from  her  various  flores ; 
Let  mc  to  her  altars  halie, 
Though  I  ne'er  the  waters  tafle, 
Near  the  pump  to  take  my  Hand, 
With  a  nolegay  in  my  haftd, 
And  to  hear  the  Captain  lay, 
"  How  d'ye  do,  dear  mifs,  to-day  ?" 
The  Captain! — XoW  you'll  fay,  my  dear, 
Methinks  I  long  his  name  to  hear,-" — 
Why  then — but  don't  you  tell  my  aunt. 
The  Captain's  name  is — Cormorant: 
But  hereafter  you  mull  know, 
I  fliall  call  him  Romeo, 


And 


(    70    ) 
And  your  friend,  dear  lady  Bet, 
Jenny  no  more,  but  Juliet. 

O  ye  guardian  fpirits  fair. 
All  who  make  true  love  your  care, 
May  I  oft  my  Romeo  meet, 
Oft  enjoy  his  converfe  fweet ;     . 
I  alone  his  thoughts  employ 
Through  each  various  fcene  of  joy ! 
Lo !  where  all  the  jocund  throng 
From  the  pump-room  haftes  along, 
To  the  breakfaft  all  invited 
By  Sir  To  by,  lately  knighted. 
See  with  joy  my  Romeo  comes, 

He  condu6ts  me  to  the  Room* ; 


There 


(    71     ) 

There  he  whifpers,  not  unfeen, 
Tender  tales  behind  the  fcreen ; 
While  his  eyes  arc  fix*d  on  mine 
See  each  nymph  with  envy  pine, 
And  with  looks  of  forc'd  difdain, 
Smile  contempt,  but  ligh  in  vain. 

O  the  charming  parties  made! 
Some  to  walk  the  fouth  parade, 
Some  to  LiNcoME*s  (hady  groves, 
Or  to  Simpson's  proud  alcoves ; 
Some  for  chapel  trip  away. 
Then  take  places  for  the  play ; 
Or  we  walk  about  in  pattins, 
Buying  gauzes,  cheap'ning  fattins, 


Qp 


(    7»    ) 

Dr  to  Painter's  we  repair, 

Meet  Sir  Peregrine  Hatchet  ther.^ 
Pleas'd  the  artifl's  Ikill  to  trace 
In  his  dear  Mifs  Gorgon's  face: 
Happy  pair  !  who  fix'd  as  fate 
For  the  fvveet  connubial  flate. 
Smile  in  canvas  tete  a  tete. 
If  the  weather,  cold  and  chilly 
Calls  us  all  to  Mr.  Gixl, 
Komeo  hands  to  me  the  jelly. 
Or  the  foup  of  vermicelli : 
If  at  Toyshop  I  fl:ep  in, 
He  prcfents  a  diamond  pin  j 
Sweetell:  token  I  can  wear, 
Which  at  once  may  grace  my  hair, 


An4 


(  n  ) 

And,  in  witnefs  of  my  flame, 
Teach  the  glafs  to  bear  his  name : 
See  him  turn  each  trinket  over, 
If  for  me  he  can  difcover 
Aught  his  paffion  to  reveal, 
Emblematic  ring  or  feal ; 
Cupid  whetting  pointed  darts,. 
For  a  pair  of  tender  hearts ; 
Hymen  lighting  lacred  lircs, 
Types  of  chaile  and  fond  deiires. 
Thus  enjoy  we  ev'rj-  bleffing, 


Till  the  toilet  calls  to  drciling ; 


,  Where's  my  garnet  cap,  and  fprig  ? 
Send  for  Singe  to  drefs  ray  wig: 
Bring  my  fJver'd  m.azarine, 
Su'eetell:  gown  that  e'er  was  feen : 

4  Taeitha, 


(    74    ) 

Tabitha,  put  on  my  mfF; 
Where's  my  dear  delightful  muff? 
Muff,  my  faithful  Romeo's  prcfent! 
Tippet  too  from  tail  of  phcafant ! 
Muff  from  downy  breaft  of  fwan ! 
O  the  dear  enchanting  man  ! 

Muff  that  makes  me  thii^k  how  JovE 
Flew  to  Led  A  from  above — 

Muff  that — Tabby,  fee  who  rapt  then. 

"  Madam,  madam,  *tis  the  Captain  !" 

Sure  his  voice  I  hear  below, 

*Tis,  it  Is  my  Romeo; 

Shape,  and  gait,  and  carelefs  air, 

Diamond  ring,  and  folitaire, 

Birth  and  faihion  all  declare. 


How 


(    75    ) 

How  his  eyes,  that  gently  roll, 
Speak  the  bnguage  of  his  foul! 
See  the  dimple  on  his  cheek, 
Sec  him  fmile  and  fweetly  fpcak, 
"  Lovely  nymph,  at  your  command, 
*'  I  have  fomcthing  in  my  hand, 
"  Which  I  hope  you'll  not  refufe, 
"  'Twill  us  both  at  night  amufe ; 
*'  Wliat  tho'  Lady  Whisker  crave  it, 

"  And  Mifs  Badger  longs  to  have  if, 

"  'Tis,  by  Jupiter  I  fwcar, 

*'  'Tis  for  you  alone,  my  dear : 

*'  Sec  this  ticket,  gentle  maid, 

"  At  your  feet  an  ofTring  laid ; 

"  Thee  the  loves  and  graces  call 

*♦  To  a  little  private  ball  : 

2  «  And 


(    76    ) 

"  And  to  play  I  bid  adieu, 

"  Hazard,  knfquenet,  and  loo, 

**  Fairefl  njTnph,  to  dance  with  you." — 

«—  I  with  joy  accept  his  ticket, 

And  upon  my  bofom  itick  it : 

Well  I  know  how  Romeo  dances, 

With  what  air  he  firft  odviinces, 

"With  what  grace  his  gloves  he  draws  on, 

Claps,  and  calls  np  Nancy  Da^vj/on ; 

Me  thro'  c^^ry  toce  conducting, 

And  the  rauiic  oft  inftru6ting ; 

See  him  tsp,  the  time  to  {!-cw, 

With  his  lij^ht  fantaftic  toe ; 

Skilled  in  q^^vj  art  to  plcafe, 

}-fcm  t!ic  fan  to  waft  the  breeze, 


Or 


(    77    ) 
Or  his  bottle  to  produce, 

Fiird  with  pungent  Eati  de  Luce,-^ 
Wonder  not,  my  friend,  I  go 
To  the  ball  with  Romeo. 

Such  delights  if  thou  canfl  give, 
Bath^  at  thee  I  choofc  to  live. 

Bath,  1766.  J— W — d— -r. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Iixclos'd  you'll  find  fome  lines,  my  dear, 
Made  by  a  hungry  poet  here, 


A  happy 


(    78    ) 
A  happy  bard,  who  rhymes  and  eats. 
And  lives  by  utt'ring  quaint  conceits ; 
Yet  thinks  to  hiai  alone  belong 
The  laurels  due  to  modem  fong. 


SONG. 


^ 


(    97     ) 

SONG. 

A    Charge   to    the    Poets. 

Written  at  Mr.  Gill's,  an  eminent  Cook  at  Bath. 

Ov  iirp*?  'CjxvIqc,  iTiv  a^vaon  Ka>.»i<;,      I"  rag.  Vct.  Poct. 

j[  E  bards  who  flng  the  hero's  pnilfe, 
Or  lafs's  of  the  mill,  {^Forte. 

A  loftier  theme  invites  your  lays, 
Come  tune  your  lyres  to  Gill. 

Of  all  the  cooks  the  world  can  boaft, 

However  great  their  Ikill, 
To  bake,  or  fry,  to  boil,  or  roail, 

There's  none  like  Mafler  Gill. 

Sweet 


(    So    ) 

Sweet  rhyming  troop,  no  longer  ftoop 
To  drink  Castalia's  rill, 

Whene'er  ye  droop,  O  tafte  the  foup 
That's  made  by  Mafler  Gill. 

O  tafle  the  foup  for  which  the  fair, 
When  hungry,  cold,  and  chill, 

Forfakc  the  Circus  and  the  Square, 
To  eat  with  Mafler  Gill. 


'Tis  this  that  makes  my  Chl oil's  lips 

Ambrolial  fweets  diftil ; 
For  leeks  and  cabbage  oft  fhe  fipa 

In  foup  that's  made  by  Gill. 


lAffettuo/9* 


Immortal 


Immortal  bards,  view  here  your  wit. 

The  labours  of  your  quill, 
To  fingc  the  fowl  upon  the  fplt 

Condcm n'a  by  IMafccr  Gii.l. 

My  humble  verfc  that  fate  will  meet. 

Nor  fhall  I  take  it  ill ; 
But  grant,  yc  gods  1  that  I  may  eat 

That  fowl,  when  drcfc  by  Gill. 

Thcfe  are  your  true  poetic  fires 


That  drcfl  this  fav'ry  grill ; 


E'en  while  I  eat  the  mufc  infpircs, 
And  tunes  mv  voice  to  Gill, 


G  When 


(       82       ) 

When  C ftrikcs  the  vocal  lyvc^ 

Sweet  Lydian  mcafures  thrill; 

But  I  the  giidir'n  more  a<lmirc, 
When  tun'd  by  Mafrer  Gill, 

*  Ccmc  take  my  f:igc  of  ancient  ufc/ 

Cries  learned  doctor  H — ll  : 
'•  But  what's  the  fage  without  the  goofc  ?'* 

Replies  my  Mailer  Gill*. 

Me  who  would  fortify  his  mind. 

His  belly  firitfhould  fill; 
Roaft  beef  Vainfi:  terrors  befl  youll  lind ; 

''  T&e  Greeks  knevj  this,''  fays  Gill. 


Yaur 


c  83  ): 

Your  fpirits  and  your  blood  to  ftir, 

Old  Galen'  <;ivcs  a  pill; 
But  I  the  forc'd-meat  ball  prefer, 

Prepared  by  Maflcr  Gill. 

While  he  fo  v/ell  can  broil  and  bake, 

I'll  promife  and  fulfil, 
No  other  phyfic  e'er  to  take 

Than  what's  prefcrib'd  by  Gill. 

Your  bard  has  liv'd  at  Baf^  fo  lpn|^  [?ian9% 

He  dreads  to  fee  yout  bill— 
Inllcad  af  ca{h  accept  this  fong,  [^FianiJ/iTno, 

My  worthy  Mailer  Gill. 

O  z  LET' 


(.    84    ) 


L    E    T    T    E    R     X. 


Mr.  SiMKiM  B — N — R — D  to  Lady  B — x — r — d, 
at  ~  Hall,  North. 


Taste   and  Spirit. Mr.  E — x — k — d  commences 

a  Beau  Gar^qn-. 


l3  O  iivcj}-,  (o  gay,  my  dear  mother,  Fm  grown. 

I  Ibhg  to  do  fomethiAg  to  maKe  myfelF  kiiowri ; 

For  perions  oi  tajfe  and  trucyplrtt^  1  find,  ^  " 

Alt'  foti^bRittraaing  thd^ycs  bf  iiianliind  : 

Wh'it  numbers  one  fees,  wKo',^©!-  ttialt'very  reafon,^ 

Come  to  make  fjth  a  figure  at  Bath  ev'iy  Teafon  ! 

.-         -  'Tis 


(     83'     ) 
*Tis  this  that  provokes  Mrs.  Shenkin  Ap-Leek 
To  dine  at  the  ord'nar)-  twice  in  a  week, 
Tho'  at  home  flie  might  get  a  good  dinner  in  comfort. 
Nor  pay  fuch  a  curfed  extravagant  fum  fort : 
But  then  her  acquaintjince  would  never  have  knou'n 
Mrs.  Shexkin  Ai'-Leek  had  acquir'da  bon  ton. 
Ne'er  Ihewn  how  in  tafie  the  Ap-Leeks  can  excel 
The  Dutchcis  of  Truffles,  and  Lady  Morelt.  ; 
Had  ne'er  been  adorM  by  Sir  Pye  Macaroni, 
And  Count  Vermicelli,  his  intimate  crony; 
Both  men  of  fuch  tajie^  their  opinions  arc  taken 
From  an  ortolan  down  to  a  raflier  of  bacon. 

What  makes  Kitty  Spicer,  and  little  Mifs  Sago, 
To  auclions  and  milliners  fl-i0]?s  ev'ry  day  go  ? 

G  3  ;  What 


(    86    ) 

WTiat  makes  them  to  vie  with  each  other,  and  quarrel 

Which  fpends  the  moft  ;noney  for  fpiendld  apparel? 

Why,  fp'irii — to  fhcv/  they  have  much  better  ftiife 

Than  their  fathers,  who  raised  it  by  fnilhngs  and  pence. 

What  fends  Peter  Tewkspury  every  night 

To  the  play  with  fuch  infinite  joy  and  delight? 

Why,  Peter's  a  critic,  with  triie  Attic  fait, 

Can  damn  the  performers,  can  hifs,  and  Hnd  fault. 

And  tell  when  we  .ought  to  exprcfs  approbation, 

By  thumping,  and  clapping,  and  vociferation ; 

So  he  gains  cur  attention,  and  all  muil  admire 

Young  Tewksbury's  judgem.ent,  hhfpirit  and  fire, 

But  Jack  Dilettante  defpifcs  the  playVs, 

To  concerts  and  rnufical  parties  repairs, 

With  benetit-tickets  his  pockets  he  fills, 

Xiikc  a  mcuntcbank  doclor  diftributes  his  bills  j 

4  And 


(     87     ) 

And  thus  his  importance  nnd  intci-cll  Hicv/s, 

By  conferring  his  favours  wherever  he  -goes : 

He's  extremely  polite  both  to  me  and  my  coufm, 

For  he  often  delircs  us  to  take  off  a  dozen  : 

He  has  tafle,  without  doubt,  and  a  delicate  ear, 

No  vile  oratorios  ever  could  bear ; 

But  talks  of  the  op'ras  and  his  S/'gfiioray 

Cries  hra-co^  bcmjfpmo.,   hra-vo^  encora  ! 
And  oft:  is  fo  kind  as  to  thrull:  in  a  note, 
While  old  Lady  Cuckov,-  is  draining  her  throat, 
Or  little  Mifs  Wrex,  who's  an  excellent  finger; 
Then  he  points  to  the  notes,  with  a  ring  on  his  fingcx. 
And  ihews  her  the  crotchet,  the  quaver,  and  bar^ 
All  the  time  that  fiie  warbles,  and  plays  the^?///^r; 
Yet,  I  think,  tho'  fnc's  at  it  from  morning  'till  noon, 
Her  queer  little  thing^ambob's  never  in  tunc, 

G  4  Thank 


Thank  heaven  !  of  late,  my  dear  mother,  my  face  is 
Not  a  little  regarded  at  all  public  places ; 
For  I  ride  in  a  chair,  with  my  hands  in  a  muff, 
And  have  bought  a  filk  coat  and  cmbroider'd  the  cuff; 
But  the  weather  was  cold,  and  the  coat  it  was  thin, 
So  the  taylor  advis'd  me  to  line  it  with  Ikin : 
But  what  with  my  Nlvernoii  hat  can  compare, 
Bag-wig,  and  lac'd  ruffles,  and  black  folitairc  ? 
And  what  can  a  man  of  true  fafhion  denote, 
Like  an  ell  of  good  ribbon  ty'd  under  the  throat  ? 
My  buckles  and  box  are  in  exquifitc  tafle, 
The  one  is;  of  paper,  the  other  of  palle ; 
And  fure  no  Camayeu  was  ever  yet  feen 
Like  that  which  I  purchasVl  at  Wicks ted's  machine: 


My       i 


(    Sp    ) 

My  {lockings,  of  lilk,  arc  julT:  come  from  the  hoficr, 

For  to-night  I'm  to  dance  with  the  charming  MifsToziEn 

So  I'd  have  them  to  know,  when  I  go  to  the  bail, 

I  ihall  fhew  as  much  tafle  as  the  bell  of  them  all : 

For  a  man  of  great  fafhion  was  heard  to  dccb?e 

lie  never  beheld  fo  engaging  an  air, 

And  fwears  all  the  world  mud  my  judgement  confefs, 

"^ly  folidity,  ftn/Cf  ^nderJlanding  in  drcls  ; 

My  manners  fo  form'd,  and  my  wig  fo  well  cuil'd, 

I  look  like  a  man  of  the  tery  firji  nvcrld : 

But  my  perfon  and  figure  you'll  heft  iinderftanti 

From  the  picture  I've  fent,  by  va\  eminent  hand : 

Shew  it  young  Lady  Betty,  by  way  of  endcarance, 

An<\  to  give  her  a  ^pjce  of  nr>-  mien  and  appearance. 


ExCUft-: 


(     QO     ) 
Excufe  any  more,  Fm  in  haflc  to  depart. 
For  a  dance  is  a  thing  that  I  love  at  my  hcait. 
So  now,  my  dear  mother,  &:c.  &rc.  &c. 

Bath,  1766.  S E— x— ii-^t>. 


L  E  T- 


(     91     ) 


LETTER      XL 


Mr.  SiMKiN  B — N — R — D  to  Lady  B— n — r —  d 
at Hall,  North. 


A  defciiptlon  ot*  the  B  a  i.  l,  with  an  cpilbdc  on 
B  E  A  u  Nash. 


V V  H!at  joy  at  the  ball,  what  dclij^ht  have  I  found, 
By  all  the  blight  circle  cncompafs'd  around ! 
Each  moment  with  tranfport  my  bofom  felt  warm, 
For  '.vhat,  my  dear  mother,  like  beauty  can  charm  ? 
The  remembrance  alone,  while  their  praife  I  rchearfe, 
Gives  life  to  my  numbers,  and  i^rcngth  to  my  verfe : 

Then 


('    92     ) 
Tlicn  allow  for  the  rapture  the  Mufcs  infpirc, 

Such  ihcmcs  call  alond  for  poetical  fire. 

I've  rcaci  how  the  goddclTcs  meet  all  above, 

And  throng  the  imniortd  aflcmbhcs  of  Jove, 

When  joln'd  with  the  Graces  fair  Vexus  appears, 

Ainbrofial  fwect  odours  perfume  all  the  fpheres ; 

But  the  Goddefs  of  Love,  and  the  Graces  and  all, 

Mufl  }-icId  to  the  beauties  I've  {ten  at  the  ball ; 

For  Jove  never  felt  ilich  a  joy  at  his  heart, 

Such  a  heat  as  thefe  charming  fweet  creatures  impart. 

In  tbicn — there  is  fomething  in  vcrj'fine  women, 

\"\"hcn  they  meet  altogether — that's  quite  overcoming. 

Then  fay,  O  ye  nymphs  that  inhabit  the  fl^.ades 
Of  Findui'*  fweet  banks,  Heliconian  maids, 


Ceicfiial 


(     93     ) 

Celcftial  Mufes,  yc  po\rcrs  divine, 

O  fay,  for  your  memory's  better  than  mine, 

What  troops  of  fair  virgins  affemblcd  around, 

What  ft]uadrons  of  heroes  for  dancing  rcnown'd, 

AVerc  rcuz'd  by  the  fiddle's  harmonious  found. 

What  goddefs  fhall  iirfl  be  the  theme  of  my  fong, 

Whofe  name  the  clear  A  vox  may  murmur  along. 

And  echo  repeat  all  the  vallies  among! 

jfittdy  Te:ttaton"'3  filler,  Mifs  Fueby  Fatarmi.v, 

Was  the  fit  It  that  prc'ented  her  perfon  fo  ehanning, 

i'han  whom  more  engaging,  more  beautiful  none, 

A  goddefs  herfclF  arhohg  goddcfies  fhone, 

i.xccpting  the  lovely  Mifs  Towzer  alone. 

"ris  fhe  that  has  lotrg"'been  thetoaft  of  the  town, 

Tho'  all  the  world  knovo  her  complexion  is  brown: 


K 


<    9+    ) 

It  fome  people  think  that  her  mouth  be  too  wide, 

IMifs  TowzER  has  nuniberlefs  beauties  bcfidcj 
A  countenance  noble,  with  fwcet  poutiiig  lips, 
A  lid  a  delicate  fnapc,  from  her  vvaftc  to  her  hips  ; 
Beiivles  a  prodigious  rough  black  head  of  hair, 
That  is  frizzled  and  curl'd  o*cr  licr  neck  that  is  bare  : 
Vvc  {ccn  the  fwcet  creature  but  once,  I  confcfs, 
jivit  her  hair,  and  her  manner,  and  pkafmg  addrefs, 
All  made  me  feel  fomcthing  I  ne'er  can  oiprefs. 

But  lo  I  on  a  fudden  what  m.ultitudss  pour 
Fi'om  Canirhrian  mountains,  from  Indian  fnore  ; 
Bright  maidens,  bright  widows,  and  fortunate  fwains. 
Who  cultivate  Liffy's  fwect  borders  and  plains, 


And 


(    95     ) 

And  they  who  their  flocks  in  fair  Albion  feed. 
Rich  flocks  and  rich  herds,  (fo  the  gods  have  decreed) 
Since  they  quitted  the  ple^^antcr  banks  of  the  TivccJ. 
Yet  here  no  confufion,  no  tumult  is  known. 
Fair  order  and  bcaut)^  cttublifli  their  throne; 
For  order,  and  beaut)-,  and  jull  regulation. 
Support  all  tlie  works  of  this  ample  creation. 
For  this,  in  compairion  to  mortals  below. 
The  gods,  their  peculiar  tavour  to  fliew. 
Sent  Kermes  to  Bat/j  in  the  fiieap  of  a  Beau  : 
That  grandfon  of  Atlas  came  down  from  above, 
To  blefs  all  the  rqgions  of  plcafure  and  hvQ ; 
To  lead  the  fair  nymph  through  the  various  maze, 
Bright  beauty  to  marilial,  his  glory  and  praife; 
To  govern,  improve,  and  adorn  the  gay  fcene 
By  the  graces  inilructedj  and  Cjprian  queen ; 


A3 


(     9^    ) 

As  ^vhc^,  in  a  garden  delightful  rind  ga}% 

Where  Flo?,  a  is  wont  all  her  charms  to  difplay, 

The  Avcet  hyacinthus  with  pleai^Te  we  view 

Contend  with  narcilTus  in  delicate  hue, 

The  gard'ner  induflrious  trims  out  his  border, 

Pur?  each  odoriferous  plant  in  it's  order; 

■"i'hc  mptle  he  i^nge?,  the  rofc  and  the  lily, 

With  iris  and  crccUs,  and  daifa-down-dilly ; 

Siveet  peas  ^nd/^iveet  o'rafiges  all  he  difp'oTes 

At  once  to  regale  both  your  eyes  and  your  nofe: 

I^ong  reign'd  the  great  Nash,  this  omnipotent  lord, 

Refpc^'ted  by  youth,  ar.d  by  parents  adorM  ; 

For  him  hot  enough  at  a  ball  to  prelide, 

Th*  unwaiy  and  beau tifub nymph  would  he  guide; 

Oft  tti]  her  a  talc,  how  the  credulous  maid 

By  man.  by  pcifi(lious'mari,-isT)Ctray'*2',""" 


Taught 


(    97    ) 

l^aught  Charity's  hand  to  relieve  the  diiireil, 

While  tears  have  his  fender  compaiTion  expreil : 

But  alas !  he  is  gone,  and  the  city  can  tell 

How  in  years  and  in  gloiy  lamented  he  fell ; 

Him  mourn'd  all  the  Dr)-ads  on  Claverton's  mount; 

Him  Avon  deplor'd,  him  the  Nymph  of  the  Fount, 

The  cryftalline  ftreams. 

Theii  perifli  his  pi6llirc,  his  liatue  decay, 

A  tribute  more  lafting  the  mufes  (hall  pay. 

If  true  what  philofophers  all  wlU  alTure  u?, 

Who  dilTcnt  from  the  doctrine  of  great  EpicURts, 

That  the  fpirit's  immortal ;  as  poets  allow. 

If  life's  occupations  are  follovvM  below ; 

la  reward  of  his  labours,  his  virtue  and  pains, 

He  is  footing  it  now  in  th*  Elylian  plains, 

H  Indulged, 


<    98    ) 

InduIgM,  as  a  token  of  Proserpixe's  tavour, 

To  prefide  at  our  balls  in  a  cream-eolovir'd  beaver : 

Then  peace  to  his  afhes — our  grief  be  fuppreft, 

Since  \ve  find  fuch  a  phcenix  has  fprung  from  his  neu  ; 

Kind  heaven  has  fent  us  another  profelTor, 

Who  follows  the  fieps  of  his  great  predccellbr, 

Eut  hark,  now  they  ilrike  the  melodious  ilring^ 
The  vaulted  roof  echoes,  the  manfions  all  ring ; 
At  the  found  of  the  hautboy,  tl^  bafs  and  the  fiddle. 
Sir  Boreas  Blubber  ileps  forth  in  the  middle. 
Like  a  holy-hock,  noble,  majeftic,  and  tall. 
Sir  Boreas  Blubber  firu  opens  the  ball: 
Sir  Boreas,  great  in  the  minuet  known, 
Sluce  the  day  that  for  dancing  his  talents  were  fhewn 
Where  the  fcience  is  pratTiib'd  by  gentlemen  grown. 


For 


(    99    ) 

For  in  every  fcience,  in  every  profeffion, 
We  make  the  befl:  progrefs  ar  years  of  dlfcretion. 
How  he  puts  on  his  hat  with  a  fmilc  on  his  hice, 
And  delivers  his  hand  with  an  exqilifite  grace ! 
How  genteelly  he  offers  Mifs  Carrot  before  us, 
Mifs  Carrot  Fitz-Oozer,  a  niece  of  Lord  Porus  ! 
How  nimbly  he  paces,  how  active  and  light ! 
One  never  can  judge  of  a  man  at  firil  figbt ; 
But,  as  near  as  I  guefs  from  the  fize  of  his  calfj 
He  may  weigh  about  twenty-three  ftone  and  a  half. 
Now  why  ihould  I  mention  a  hundred  or  n\ore^ 
Who  Went  the  fame  circle  as  others  before, 
To  a  tune  that  they  play'd  iis  a  hundred  times  oVr  ? 
See  little  Bob  Jerom,  old  Cyrysostom's  Ton, 
With  a  chitteriin  fhirt,  and  a  buckle  of  (lone : 
What  a  cropt  head  of  hair  the  young  paifon  has  on ! 

H  2  Emerg' 


(     ioo    ) 

EmergM  from  his  grizzle,  th'  unfortunate  prig 
Seems  as  if  he  was  hunting  all  night  for  his  wig ; 
Not  perfectly  pleas'd  with  the  coat  on  his  biick, 
Tho'  the  coat's  a  good  coaty  but  alas,  it  is  black ! 
With  envious  eyes  he  is  doom'd  to  behold 
The  Captain*s  red  fuit  that's  cmbroidei-'d  with  gold ! 
How  feldom  mankind  is  content  with  their  lot  I 
BobJ^erom  two  very  good  livings  has  got; 
Yet  ftill  he  accufes  his  parents  deceasM, 
For  making  a  man  of  fuch  fpirit  a  pried. 
Not  fo  Mailer  Marmozet,  fweet  little  boy, 
Mrs.  Dangldcub's  hopes,  her  delight  and  her  joy: 
His  pigeon-wing'd  head  was  not  drefl  quite  fo  foon, 
For  it  took  up  a  barber  the  whole  afternoon ; 
His  jacket's  well  lac'd,  and  the  ladies  proteil 
Mailer  Marmozet  dances  as  well  as  the  bed  : 


Yet 


(     ioi      ) 
Yet  ibme  think  the  boy  would  be  better  at  rcho<:)l ; 
But  I  hear  iviis.  Danglecub's  not  fuch  a  fool 
To  fend  a  poor  thuig  with  a  fpirit  fo  meek, 
To  be  flogg'd  by  a  tyrant  for  Latin  and  Greek  j 
For  why  fhould  'a  child  of  diftinftiou  and  fafiiion 
Lay  a  heap  of  fuch  filly  nonfenfical  trafh  in  r 
She  wonders  that  parents  to  Eton  fliould  fend 
Five  hundred  great  boobies  their  manners  to  mend, 
When  the  mafler  that  left  it  (tho'  no  one  objcc'^s 
To  his  care  of  the  boys  in  all  other  refpefts) 
Was  extremely  remifs,  for  a  fenfible  man, 
In  never  contriving  fome  elegant  plan 
For  improving  their  perfons,  and  {hewing  them  how 
To  hold  up  their  heads,  and  to  make  a  good  bow, 
V\'hen  they're  got  fuch  a  chamiing  long  room  [or  a  ball, 
Where  the  fcholars  might  praftife,  and  mailers  and  all : 

H  3  But, 


K       102       ) 

But,  what  is  much  worfe,  what  no  parent  tvould  chufe. 

He  burnt  all  their  ruffles,  and  cut  oif  their  queues : 

So  he  quitted  the  fchool  with  the  utmcd  difgrace, 

And  juH  fuch  r.nother's  come  into  his  place.  - 

She  fays  that  her  fon  will  his  fortune  advance, 

By  learning  fo  early  to  fiddle  and  dance ; 

So  file  brings  him  to  Baih,  which  I  think  is  quite  rlghtv 

For  they  do  nothing  elfe  here  from  morning  'till  night : 

Aiid  this  is  a  leiTon  all  parents  fnould  know, 

To  train  up  a  child  in  the  way  he  fhpuld  go ; 

For,  as  Solomon  fays,  you  may  fafely  uphold, 

He  ne'er  will  depart  frorn  the  fame  when  he's  old, 

"No  doubt  (he's  a  woman  of  fine  underilanding, 

Her  air  and  her  prefence  there's  fomething  fo  grand  in; 

So  wife,  and  difcreet ;  and  to  give  her  her  due, 

pear  mother,  Ihe's  jufl  fuch  a  woman  as  you. 

r  :  But 


(103     ) 

But  who  is  that  bombazine  lady  fo  gay, 
So  profufe  of  her  beauties,  in  lable  array  ? 
How  fhe  refls  on  her  heel,  how  flic  turns  out  her  toe, 
How  ihe  pulls  down  her  llays,  with  her  heful  up  to  fliew 
Her  lily  white  bofom  that  rivals  the  fnow  ? 
'Tis  the  widowQuicKLACKiT,  whofe  hulband  laflweck^'^ 
Poor  Stephen,  went  fuddenly  forth  in  a  pique, 
And  pufli'd  off  his  boat  for  the  Stygian  creek : 
Poor  Stephen!  he  never  return'd  from  the  bourn, 
But  left  the  difconfolate  widow  to  mourn ; 
Three  times  did  flie  faint,  when  flie  heard  of  the  news, 
Six  days  did  Ihe  weep,  and  all  comfort  refufe  \ 


H  4  But 


(    J04    ) 

Buc  Stephen  no  forrow,  no  tears  can  recall! 

So  fte  hallows  the  feventh,  and  comes  to  the  ball. 

For  muTic,  fweet  mufic,  has  charms  to  controul 
Aiid  nine  up  e:ich  paifion  that  ruffies  the  foul ! 
What  things  have  I  read,  arid  whit  llories  been  to]d> 
Of  feats  that  ^^ere  done  by  muficians  of  old  ! 
J've  heard  a  whole  city  was  built  from  the  ground 
Ey  magical  numbers  and-rhufical  'foiiiid ; 
And  here  it  can  build  a  good  Iroufe  iii  the  fquarc^ 
Or  raife  up  a  church  where  the  godly  repair. 
I  faw,  t'other  day,  in  a  thing  colt cl  an  ode^ 
As  it  lay  in  a  fnug  little  houfe  on  the  road, 
How  Saul  was  reflor'd,  tho*  his  forrow  was  fharp, 
When  David,  the  Bethlmite^  play'd  on  the  harp: 


'Tw^s 


(   m  ,) 

*Tvv^as  mufic  that  brought  a  man's  wife  nom  OIJ  Nick, 
And  at  Baih  has  tlic  pow'r  to  recover  the  fick : 
^/jus  a  lady  luas  cat  V  t'oi/j£r  day — But  'tis  time 
To  leal  up  iny  letter,  and  fiiiifli  my  rhyme. 


LET- 


(     io6    ) 


LETTER    Xll 


Mr.  SiMKiN  B — N — R — ^D  to  Lady  B— n— i^ — d, 
at Hall,  North. 


A  Modern  H  e  a  p-D  r  e  s  s,  with  a  little  P  o  l  i  t  i: 

C  o  N  V  £  R  S  A  T  I  o  ^^ 


Y  y   Hat  bafe  anil  unjuft  accufations  we  find 
Arife  from  the  malice  and  ipleen  of  mankind ! 
One  would  hope,  my  dear  mother,  that  fcandal  would  ijjave 
The  tender,  the  helplefsj  and  delicate  fair; 

Bur 


i 


(     107     ) 
But  alas !  the  fweet  creatures  all  find  it  the  c:[C^f 
That  Bath  is  a  very  cenforious  place. 
Would  you  think  that  a  perfon  I  met  fmce  I  camf , 
(I  hope  you'll  excufe  my  concealing  his  name) 
A  fplenetie  ill-natur'd  fellow,  before 
A  room-full  of  very  good  company  fwore, 
That,  in  fpite  of  appearance,  'twas  very  well  known, 
Their  hair  ajid  their  faces  were  none  of  their  own: 
And  thus,  without  wit,  or  the  lealt  provocatlo 
Began  an  impertinent  formal  oration ; 
*'  Shall  Nature  thus  lavifh  her  beauties  in  vain 
"  For  Art  and  nonfenfical  Falhion  to  ftain  ? 
♦'  The  fiiir  Jezeeella  what  Art  can  adorn, 
''  Whofe  cheeks  are  like  rofes  that  bluih  in  the  morn? 
''  As  blight  were  her  locks  as  in  heaven  are  feen, 
^'  Prefented  for  ftt^rs  by  th'  Egyptian  queen; 


(     io8     ) 

<'  But  aias !  the  %cet  uynqih  thcyj^^  ;ipAgcr  mu(l  deck» 

^  No  more  (hall  thej;  flp^  o'ei*  .her  Jj'oiy  ngck ; 

**  Thcfe  trefT^  which  Vew US  might  taljC.a^a  fovour, 

**  Fall  a  viiUjB  af  <^e^0.ai^  oi^lattj:liibJhrN'fer; 

*»  Her  head  has  he  robbV  wtt-h  46.1i(U^.Temca:fe' 

**  x'Vs  a  fox-hunter  crops  both  his  doas  and  his  horfe; 

**  A  weetth  that,  fo  far  ffom  repenting  his  theft, 

"  Makes  a  boaa-of  tQjr-menting  the  hftle  that's  left: 

"  And  iiril  firhcr  ,^rc^^i,ne  head  he  begins 

**  To  fumble  and  poke  with  his  ifons  imd  pin?> 

*•  Then  fires  all  his  crackers  with  horid  grimace, 

**  And  puffs  hi^  vile  Ro (ovtifol  hK^xh  in  h!er:fcjce, 

"  Difcharging  a  iiejmi.that  the  devil  would  choak, 

"  FfcMB  paj>€r,  poraaiumv.fEom  powder,  and  fmoke. 

^  The  patient  fubjixits^  "and  with  due  refiguarion 

"  Prepares  for  her  fate  inthe^iext  operation. 


<    109    ) 

**  When  lo !  on  a  fiuiden  a  moniler  appears,  .   . 

**  A  hofiible  monftwi  to  cover  h^r-fiars;  .   ' 

**  What  figii  of  the  zodiac  is  it  he  bears?  '  ^' . 

**  Is  it  Taurus*s  tail^  or  the  teie  de  mouton^  - 

^^  Or  the  beard  of  the  goaty  that  b^  dares  to  put  on  f     'T  •> 

'*  'Tis  a  wig  /?« <v€rgette^  that  from  P^^m  was  brought,     -« 

*'  Une  tete  comne  Ufauty  that  the  rarlet  has  bought 

**  Of  a  beggar,  whofe  head  he  has  fiiavM  for  a  groat : 

**  Now  fIxM  to  hei'  head,  does  he  frizzle  and  dab  it; 

**  Her  forctop's  no  more^ — ■'tis  the  &in  of  a  rabbit — ► 

<*  *l"is  a  muff — 'tis  a  thing  that  by  all  is  coufcd 

*'  Is  in  colour  and  fhapc  like  a  chnlfinch's  neiL 


"  O  ceafe,  ye  fiair  virgins,  luch  pains  to  ertiploy. 
"  The  beauties  of  nature  with  jaaint  to  deilro)'; 


*«S« 


(       "0      ) 

**  See  Venus  lament,  fee  the  Loves  and  the  (traces, 

"  How  tliey  pine  at  the  injuiy  done  to  your  faces ! 

"  Ye  have  eyes,  lips,  and  nofe,  but  your    heads    are  no 

''  more 
"  Than  a  doir«  that  is'plac*d  at  a  milliner's  door.'* 

I'm  afham'd  to  repeat  what  he  fald  In  the  fequel, 
Afperfions  fo  cruel  as  nothing  can  equal ! 
I  declare  I  am  fhock'd  fuch  a  fellow  fhould  vex  '   • 

And  Ipread  all  thefe  lies  of  the  innocent  fex. 
For  whom,  while  I  live,  I  will  make  protelhition, 
I've  the  higheft  efteem,  and  profound  veneration ; 
I  never  fo  flrange  an  opinion  will  harbour. 
That  they  buy  all  the  hair  they  have  got  of  a  barber ; 
Nor  ever  believe  that  fuch  beautiful  creatures 
Can  have  any  delight  in  abufing  their  features : 

One 


{      IM      ) 

One  thing  tho'  I  wonder  at  much,  I  confefs,  is 
The  appearance  they  make  In  their  different  drelFes ; 
por  indeed  they  look  very  much  like  apparitions 
When  they  come  in  the  morning  to  hear  the  muficians. 
And  fome  I  am  apt  to  miilake,  at  firil  Tight, 
For  the  mothers  of  thofe  I  have  ken  over  night : 
It  Ihocks  me  to  fee  them  look  paler  than  aflies. 
And  as  dead  in  the  eye  as  the  bullo  of  Nash  is. 
Who  the  ev*ning  before  were  fo  blooming  and  plump. 
— I'm  griev'd  to  the  heart  when  I  go  to  the  pump ; 
For  I  take  ev'iy  morning  a  fup  at  the  water, 
Jult  to  hear  what  is  palling,  and  fee  what  they're  a'ter; 

For  I'm  told  tlie  difcourfes  of  perfons  refin'd 

Are  better  than  books  for  improving  the  mind ; 

But  a  great  deal  of  judgement's  requir'd  in  the  Ikimming 

The  polite  converfation  of  fenlible  women, 

For 


(     »*i    > 

J'or  they  come  to  the  pmnp,  as  before  I  was  fayiiig. 

And  talk  all  at  once  while  the  mufie  is  playing : 

"  Your  fervailt,  Mils  FitCHET.**    *^  Good  morning,  Mift 

«  Stofe.'^ 
"  My  dear  Lady  Riggledum,  how  is  your  throat? 
*'  Your  Ladylhip  knows  that  I  (et:it  you  a  fcrawl, 
**  Laft  night  to  attend  at  your  Lady(hip's  call, 
"  But  I  hear  thnt  5^our  Ladyfhip  went  to  the  ball." 
«i  4— Oh  FiTCHET  —  don't  alk  me — good  heavens    pre* 

»'  ferve— 
"  I  wifti  there  was  no  fitch  a  thing  as  a  nerve : 
"  Half  dead  all  the  night,  I  proteft  and  declai'e-^  -^ 

"  My  dear  little  Fitchet,  who  dreiles  your  hairr- — 
«<  You'U  come  to  the  Rooms,  all  th«  world  will  be  there.  J 


*'  Sir 


(     113     ) 

*^  Sir  Toby  Mac'Negus  is  going  to  fettle 

*'  His  tea-drinking  night  with  Sir  Philip  O'Kettlf..' 

"  I  hear  that  they  both  have  appointed  the  fame  ; 

^'  The  majority  think  that  Sir  Philip's  to  blame ; 

"  I  hope  they  won't  quarrel — they're  both  in  a  flame ; 

"  Sir  Toby  Mac'Negus  much  fpirit  has  got, 

"  And  Sir  Phili?  O'Kettle  is  apt  to  be  hot." — 

*«  Have  you  read  the  Bath  Guick,  that  ridiculous  poem  ? 

**  What  a  fcurrilous  author!  does  nobody  know  him?" 

"  Young  Billy  Penwaggle,  andSiMius  ChatteRj 

"  Declare  'tis  an  ill-natur'd  half-witted  fatire." 

*'  You  know  I'm  engag'tl,  my  dear  creaaire,  with  you, 

"  And  Mrs.  Pamtickle,  this  morning  at  loo! 

"  Poor  thing !  tho'  fiie  hobbled  laft  night  to  the  ball, 

"  To-day  (he's  fo  lame  that  fhe  hardly  can  crawl ; 

I  *•  Major 


(    "4    ) 

"  Major  Lignum  has  trod  on  the  firlt  joint  of  her  toe — 

''  That  thing  they  play' J  lafl  was  a  charming  concerto; 

"^  I  don't  recollect  I  have  heard  it  before; 

*'  The  minuet's  good,  but  the  jig  I  adore : 

*'  Pray  fpeak  to  Sir  Toby  to  cry  out  encore'"' 

Dear  mother,  I  think  this  is  excellent  fim ; 

But  if  all  I  mull:  write,  I  Ihould  never  have  done. 

So  myfelf  I  fubfcribe  your  mofl  dutiflil  fon, 

Bath,  1766.  S— -B— x— r— ] 


1 


LET- 


(    Vi's     ) 


T.    E    T    T    E    H    XIII, 


Mr.  SiMKiN  B — N — R — D  to  Lady  B — n — r — d, 
at Hall,  North. 


A    Public    Brlaktast. 

I 

Motives  for  the  fame. — A  HIT:  of  the  company, — A  tender 
fcene. — An  unfortunate  incident. 


y  V  ^^-f  bleflings  attend,  my  dear  mother,  all  thofe 
Who  to  crouds  of  admirers  their  perfons  expofe  ! 
Do  the  gods  fuch  a  noble  ambition  infpire, 
Or  gods  do  we  make  of  each  ardent  defire  ? 
O  generous  palTion  !  'tis  yours  to  afford 
The  fplendid  alTembly,  the  plentiful  boards 
I  z 


(     "6    ) 

To  thee  do  I  owe  fuch  a  breakhift  this  morn, 

As  I  ne'er  faw  bctore,  fince  the  hour  I  was  born ; 

'Twas  you  made  my  Lord  Raggamuffenn  come  here, 

Who  they  fay  has  been  lately  created  a  peer ; 

And  to-day,  with  extreme  complainmce  and  refpect,  afk'd 

All  the  people  at  £at/j  to  a  general  breakfaft. 

YouVe  heard  of  my  Lady  Buneutter,  no  doubt. 
How  {he  loves  an  ajfemhly^  fandango^  or  rout\ 
No  lady  In  London  is  half  fo  expert 
At  a  fnng  private  part}-,  her  friends  to  divert ; 
But  they  fay  that  of  late  (he's  grown  fick  of  the  town, 
And  often  to  Bath  condefcends  to  come  down : 
Her  Ladyfhip's  favourite  houfe  is  the  Beavy 
Her  chariot,  and  feiTants,  and  horfes  are  there : 


My 


(     *i7     ) 

My  Lady  declares  that  relinhg  is  good, 

As  all  with  a  feparate  rhaintenance  fhoii'd; 

For  when  you,  have  put  out  the  conjugal  lire, 

'Tis  thne  for  all  fenlible  folk  to  retire ; 

If  Hymen  no  longer  his  fiilgers  will  fcorch, 

Little  Cupid  for  others  caiY  wh'ip  in  his  torchy  '^^  ^.v  • 

So  pert  is  he  grown,  fince  th^  cuftom  begjin">  f^^"^  3"' 

To  be  married  and  parted  as  quick  as  you  can. 

Now  my  Lord  had  the  hbriour  of  coming  down  poft. 
To  pay  his  refpects  to  fo  famous  a  toaft  j 
In  hopesi  he  her  Ladyftiip's  favour  might  win, 
By  playing  the  part  of  a  hoft  at  an  inn. 
I'm  fure  he's  a  perfon  of  great  refolution, 
The'  delicate  ner\'es,  and  a  weak  eonflitutiori  j 

I  5  For 


(     Ji8     ) 

For  he  carried  us  all  to  a  place  crofb  the  river, 

And  vow'd  that  the  rooms  were  too  hot  for  his  liver  ; 

fie  fliid  it  would  greatly  our  pleafure  promote, 

If  we  all  for  Spring-Gardens  fet  out  in  a  boat : 

I  never  as  yet  could  his  reafon  explain, 

Why  we  all  fallied  forth  in  the  wind  and  the  rain ; 

For  fure  fuch  confufion  was  never  yet  known  !   ^  jj  jjjq  ;  - 

Here  a  cap  and  a  hat,  there  a  cardinal  blown, 

While  his  Lordfhip,  embroider'd  and  powderM  all  o'er, 

Was  bowing,  and  handing  the  ladies  aihore. 

How  the  MilTes  did  huddle  and  fcuddle,  and  run  ! 

One  would  thjnk  to  be  wet  niuft.be  vefy  good  fun; 

For,  by  waggling  their  ■t^Us,  they  all  feem'd  to  take  pains 

To  inoifLcn  their  piaions  like  ducks  when  it  laiiis ; 

And  'twas  pr((tty  to  fee  how,  Uke  biidb  of  a  feather. 

The  people  of  qualiry  flcck'd  all  together  i 

-    -•  All 


(     119    ) 
All  prefling,  addreffing,  careffing,  and  foiKi, 
Juft  the  fame  as  thole  animals  are  in  a  pond. 
You've  read  all  their  names  in  the  news,  I  fuppofe, 
But,  for  fear  you  have  not,  take  the  lift  as  it  goes : 

There  was  Lady  Greasewrister, 

And  Madam  Van-Twister, 

Her  Ladyfhip's  lifter. 

Lord  Cram,  and  Lord  Vulter, 

Sir  Brandish  O'Culter, 

With  Marihal  Carouzer, 

And  old  Lady  Mowzer, 
And  the  great  Hano'verian  Baron  Pans  mow  zer  ; 
Befides  many  others ;  who  all  in  the  rain  went, 
On  purpofe  to  honour  this  grand  eutertainrtient ; 


I  4  The 


(      i^o     ) 

The  company  made  a  moft  brilliant  appearance^ 
And  ate  bread  and  butter  vvitli  great  perfeveraiice ; 
All  the  chocolate  too  that  my  Lord  fet  beibre  'em^ 
The  ladies  difpatch'd  with  the  vtmoft  decorum. 
Soft  mufical  numbers  were  heard  all  around, 
The  horns  and  the  clarions  echoing  found : 
Sweet  were  the  drains,  as  od'rous  gales  that  blow 
O'er  fragrant  banks,  where  pinks  and  rofes  grow* 
The  peer  v/as  quite  raviih'd,  while  clofc  to  his  licle 
Sat  Lady  Bun  butter,  in  beautiful  pride; 
pft  turning  his  eyes,  he  with  rapture  furv^y'd 
All  the  powerful  charms  (he  fo  nobly  difplay'd. 
As  Vv'hen,  at  the  feail  of  the  ^tu  Alexander, 
TiMOTiiEUs,  the  mufical  fon  qf  Thersandeb^ 
Bitatli'd  heavenly  m.eafurcs ; 


The 


(       121      ) 

Tlie  prince  Wae  in  paiij, 

And  could  not  contain, 
While  Thais  was  fitting  befide  Kim; 

But,  before  all  his  peers, 

Was  for  fhaking  the  fphercs, 
Such  goods  the  kind  gods  did  provide  'him,  -rf<^ 

Grew  bolder  and  bolder,  '■-"- 

And  cock'd  up  his  fhoulder, 
Like  the  fon  of  great  Jupiter  Ammgn, 

Till  at  length,  quite  oppreft 

He  funk  on  her  breafl, 
And  lay  there  as  dead  as  a  falmon. 

O  had  I  a  voice  that  was  Wronger  than  Heel, 
Wkh  uvice  fifty  tongues  to  exprefs  what  I  feel, 

And 


(       122      ) 

And  as  m:iny  good  mouths,  yet  I  never  could  utter 

All  the  fpeeches  my  Lord  made  to  Lady  Bunbutter  I 

So  polite  all  the  time,  ixhat  he  ne'er  touch'd  a  bit. 

While  flie  ate  up  his  rolls  and  applauded  his  wit : 

For  they  tell  me  that  men  of  true  tajie,  when  they  treat. 

Should  talk  a  great  deal,  but  they  never  fhould  eat : 

And  if  that  be  the  fafhion,  I  never  will  give 

Any  grand  entertainment  as  long  as  I  live : 

For  I'm  of  opinion  'tis  proper  to  chear 

The  llomach  and  bowels,  as  well  as  the  ear. 

Nor  me  did  the  charming  concerto  of  Abel 

Regale  like  the  breakf  ift  I  faw  on  the  table  ; 

I  freely  will  own  I  the  muffins  preferr'd 

To  all  the  scenteel  converfation  I  heard ; 


Fen 


(     123     ) 
E'en  tho'  I'd  the  honour  of  fitting  between 
My  Lady  Stuff-damask,   and  Peggy  Moreex, 
Who  both  flew  to  Bath  in  the  London  machine. 
Cries  Peggy,  "  This  place  is  enchantingly  pretty; 
"  We  never  can  fee  fuch  a  thing  in  the  city : 
"  You  ipay  fpend  all  your  life-time  in  Cateafon  flrcer, 
*'  And  never  fo  civil  a  gentleman  meet ; 
"  You  may  talk  what  you  plealc ;  you  may  fearch  London 

"  through ; 
"  You  may  go  to  Carlijles^  and  to  Almanack'' s  too ; 
"  And  rU  gi\e  you  my  head  if  you  fmd  fuch  a  hoil:, 
^'  For  coffee,  tea,  chocolate,  butter,  and  toail : 
^'  How  he  welcomes  at  once  all  the  world  and  his  wife, 
*'  And  how  civil  to  folk  he  ne'er  faw  in  his  life !" — 
"  Thefe  horns,  cries  my  Lady,  fo  tickle  one's  ear, 
^'  Lard !  what  would  I  give  that  Sir  Simon  was  here; 

"  To 


(      124      ) 

'*'  To  the  next  public  breakfaft  Sir  S1M0K  Jhall  go, 

•*  For  I  find  here  are  folks  one  may  venture  to  know : 

"  Sir  Simon  would  gladly  his  Lordfhip  attend, 

"  And  my  Lord  would  be  pleas'd  witli  fo  chearful  a  frieli^** 

So  when  we  had  wafted  liiore  bread  at  a  breakfaft 
Than  the  poor  of  our  parifh  have  ate  for  this  week  paft^ 
I  faw,  all  at  once,  a  prodigious  great  throng 
Come  buftling,  and  ruftling,  and  joftling  along : 
For  his  Lordfhip  was  pleas'd  that  the  company  now 
To  my  Lady  Bunbutter  fhould- curt' fey  and  bow; 
And  my  Lady  was  pleas'd  too,  and  feem'd  vaftly  proud 
At  once  to  receive  all  the  thanks  of  a  crowd ; 
And  when,  like  Chaldeans^  we  all  had  ador'd 
This  beautiful  image  fet  up  by  my  Lord, 

Some 


<       125      ) 

Some  few  Infignificant  folk  went  away, 
Jufl:  to  follow  th'  employments  and  calls  of  the  day ; 
But  thofe  who  knew  better  their  time  how  to  fpcnd. 
The  fiddling  and  dancing  all  chofe  to  attend. 
Mifs  Cl:unch  and  Sir  Toby  perform'd  a  Cotillon^ 
Jail:  the  fame  as  our  Susan-  and  Bob  the  poftllion; 
All  the  while  her  mamma  was  exprelling  her  joy. 
That  her  daughter  the  morning  fo  well  could  employ* 

-—Now  why  Ihould  the  mufe,  my  dear  mother,  relate 
The  misfortimes  that  fall  to  the  lot  of  the  grev.t?- 
As  homeward  we  came — 'tis  with  forrow  yoi\'ii  hear    • 
What  a  dreadful  difafter  attended  the  peer : 
For  whether  fome  envious  god  had  decreed 
That  a  Naiad  ihould  long  to  enrAoble  her  breed  ; 


Of 


(        126       ) 

Or  whether  his  Lordlhip  was  charm'd  to  behold 

His  face  in  the  Hream,  like  Narcissus  of  old; 

In  handing  old  Lady  Bumfidget  and  daughter, 

This  obfeo.uious  Lord  tumbled  into  the  water ; 

But  a  nymph  of  the  flood  brought  him  fafe  to  the  boat, 

And  I  left  all  the  ladies  a'cleaning  his  cont — 

Thus  the  feafl  was  concluded,  as  far  as  I  hear, 
To  the  great  fatisfaclion  of  all  that  were  there. 
O  may  he  give  breakfafts  as  long  as  he  flays ! 
For  I  ne'er  ate  a  better  in  all  my  born  days. 
In  haile,  I  conclude,  6cc,  &:c.  &:c. 

Bath,  1766.  S B— n— r—d. 


LET- 


(     1^7    ) 


LETTER      XIV. 


Mifs  Prudence  B — n — r — d  to  Lady  Eliz# 
M— D — ss,  at Caftle,  North. 


Mifs  PRtDENCE  B—N — R— ^D  informs  Lady  BettY,  that 
(he  has  been  elefted  to  Methodism  by  a  Vis.ion, 


X  jL  Earken,  Lady  Betty,  hearken. 

To  the  difmal  news  I  tell ; 
How  your  friends  are  all  embarking 

For  the  fier>-  gwlpli  of  hell. 

Brother 


(       128      ) 

Brother  Simkin's  grown  a  rakehcll, 
Cards  and  dances  ev'ry  day ; 

Jenxy  laughs  at  tabernacle, 
Tabby  Runt  is  gone  aftray. 

Blefled  I,  though  once  rejeiSled, 
Like  a  little  wandVing  fheep ; 

Who  this  morning  wa»  etefted 
By  a  vilion  in  my  fleep : 

For  I  dream'd  an  apparition 

Came,  like  Roger,  from  above, 

Saying,  By  divine  commiflion 
I  mull  fill  you  full  of  lo\'e. 


Jufl 


i  129  ) 

Jufl  with  Roger's  head  of  hair  on, 
Roger's  mouth,  and  pious  fmile; 

Sweet,  methinks,  as  beard  of  Aarom, 
Dropping  down  with  holy  oil. 

I  began  to  fall  a  ki<^king. 

Panted,  liruggled,  ilrove  in  vain; 
\\  lien  the  fpirir  whipt  fo  quick  in, 

I  was  c'.irM  of  all  m}'  pain. 

Firil  I  thought  it  was  the  night-mare 
Lav  fo  hca^  y  on  my  bread ; 

Eut  I  found  new  joy  and  light  there, 
When  with  heav'iily  love  polleiK 


K  Come 


(     130     ) 

Come  again  then,  apparition, 
Ylniih  what  thou  haft  begun  ; 

Roger,  ftay,  thou  foul's  phyfician, 
I  with  thee  my  race  will  nui. 

Faith  her  chariot  has  appointed, 
Now  weVe  ftretching  for  the  goal 

All  the  wheels  with  grace  anointed, 
Up  to  heav'n  to  drive  my  foul. 


The  editor,  for  many  reafons,  begs  to  be  excufed  giving  the  public 
the  fequel  of  this  young  lady's  letter  j  but  if  the  reader  will  pleafe  to 
look  into  the  Bifliop  of  Exeter's  book,  entitled,  "  The  enthufiafm  of 
*<  methodifts  and  papifts  compared,"  he  will  find  many  inftances  (par- 
ticularly of  young  people)  who  have  been  elected  in  the  manner  above. 


LET- 


(     131     ) 


L    E    T    T    E    R    XV, 


Mr.  SiMKiN  B — N — R— D  toLadyB— iN — R — d, 
at Hall,  North. 


Serious  Reflections  of  Mr.  B — n — r — d. His 

Bill  of  Expences.  —  The  Distresses   of  the 
Family.  —  A  Farewell  to  Bath. 


j£\  Las,  my  deai-  mother,  our  evil  and  good 
By  few  is  diiHnguifn'd,  by  few  underilood ! 
How  oft'  are  we  doom'd  to  repent  at  the  end, 
The  events  that  our  pleafanteft  profpects  attend; 

K  z  M 


(     152     ) 
As  Solon*  tlcclai'd,  in  the  lail  fcenc  alone 
All  the  joys  of  oni  life,  all  our  forrows  are  known. 
When  firll  I  came  hither  for  vapours  and  wind, 
To  cure  all  diflenipers,  and  iludy  mankind, 
How  little  I  dreimi'd  of  the  tempefr  behind! 
I  never  once  thought  uhat  a  furious  blafi:, 
"Wliat  frorms  of  dilbefs  would  oVrvvhelm  me  at  lafl. 
How  wretched  am  1 1  w  hat  a  line  declamation 
flight  be  made  on  the  fubjecSi:  ot  my  fituation  ! 
I'm  a  table — an  inflance — and  ferve  to  difpenfe 
An  example  to  all  men  of  fpirit  and  fenfe; 
To  all  men  or  iafnion,  and  all  men  of  wealth, 
Who  come  to  this  place  to  lecover  their  heiilth: 
For  my  means  are  fo  fmall,  and  my  bills  are  fo  large, 


I  jic'er  can  come  honic  till  you  fend  a  difchargc. 


Let 


(     133     ) 

Let  the  Mufe  fpeak  the  caufe,  If  a  Mufe  yet  remain 
To  fupply  me  with  rhimes,  and  exprefs  all  my  pain. 

Paid  bells,  and  muficians, 

Drugs,  nurfe,  and  phyficians. 
Balls,  raffles,  fubfcrlptions,  and  ch.iiro  ; 

Wigs,  gowns,  Ikins  and  trimming. 

Good  books  for  the  woincn, 
Plays,  concerts,  tea,  negus,  and  prayVs. 

Paid  the  following  fchemes, 
Of  all  who  it  feems 
Make  charity  bus'nefs  their  care : 
A  gamefter  decayM, 
And  a  prudifh  old  maid, 
By  gaiety  brought  to  defpair : 

K  3  A  fiddler 


(     134    ) 

A  fiddler  of  note, 

Who,  for  lace  on  his  coat, 
To  his  taylor  was  much  in  arrears ; 

An  author  of  merit, 

Who  wrote  with  fuch  Ipirit, 
The  pillory  took  off  his  ears. 

A  fum,  my  dear  mother,  hr  heavier  yei, 
Captain  Cormorant  won  when  I  learn 'd  lanfquenet. 
Two  hundred  I  paid  him,  and  five  gm  in  debt. 
For  the  five  I  had  nothing  to  do  but  to  <writey 
For  the  Captain  was  very  well  bred,  and  polite, 
And  took,  as  he  faw  my  expences  were  great, 
My  bond,  to  be  paid  on  the  Clodpole  eftate ; 


And 


(    -3;    ) 

And  aflcs  nothing  more,  while  the  money  is  leaf, 

Than  intereft  paid  him  at  twenty  per  cent. 

But  I'm  fhock'd  to  relate  what  dillrefles  befall 

Mifs  Jenny,  my  filler,  and  Taery  and  all: 

MifsjEKNY,  poor  thing,  from  this  5^//^  expedition, 

Was  in  ho|x;3  very  foon  to  have  chang'd  her  condition ; 

But  rumour  has  brought  certain  things  to  her  ear, 

Which  I  ne'er  will  believe,  yet  am  forry  to  hear : 

"  That  the  Captain,  her  lover,  her  dear  Rom  to, 

Who  was  banifh'd  the  army  a  great  while  ago  ; 

That  his  friends  and  his  foes  he  alike  can  betray. 

And  picks  up  a  fcandalous  living  by  play."  • 

But  if  e'er  I  could  think  that  the  Captain  had  cheated, 

Or  my  dear  coufni  jENxy  unworthily  treated;, 

By  all  that  is  facred  I  fwear,  for  his  pains 

I'd  cu.Igel  him  firil,  and  then  blow  out  his  brains. 

K  4  For 


(     136    ) 

For  the  maii  I  abhor  like  tlie  devil,  dear  mother, 
Who  one  thing  conceals,  and  profefTes  another. 

O  how  fhall  we  know  the  right  way  to  purfue !— • 
Do  the  ills  of  mankind  from  religion  accrue  ?-r- 
Religion,  defign'd  to  relieve  all  our  care, 
Has  brought  my  poor  fifter  to  grief  and  defpair : 
Now  flie  talks  of  damnation  and  fcrews  up  her  face ; 
Then  prates  about  Roger  and  fpiritual  grace  j 
Her  fenfcs,  alas !  feem  at  once  gone  ailray — 
No  pen  can  defcribe  it,  no  letter  convey. 

But  the  man  n.mthout  fifit  that  Moravian  Rabbi, 
Has  perfectly  cur'd  i\c  cblorojts  of  Taeby  : 
And  if  light  I  can  judge  kum  her  fl'.ape  and  her  face, 
Sl:c  foon  ir.^.y  produce  him  an  inrant  of  grace. 

.    Now- 


(     137    ) 

Now  they  fay  that  all  people  in  our  fituation 
Are  veiy  fine  fubjecls  for  regeneration ; 
But  I  think,  my  dear  mother,  the  befl  we  can  do, 
Is  to  pack  up  our  all,  and  return  back  to  }  ou. 

Farewell  then,  ye  flreams, 

Ye  poetical  themes ! 
Sweet  fountains  for  curing  the  fpleen  I 

I  am  griev'd  to  the  heart 

Without  cafh  to  depart, 
Aiid  quit  this  adorable  fcene; 

Where  gaming  and  grace 
Each  other  embrace, 
Diffipation  and  piety  meet : — — 


Mny 


C    138    ) 

May  all  who've  a  notion 
Of  cards  or  devotion, 
Make  Bath  their  delightful  retreat. 

Bath,  1766.  § B— n— r— d. 


EPILOGUE 


<     139    ) 


O       G      U 


T  O    T  H  E 


SECOND     EDITION. 


CONTAINING, 

Criticisms,  and  the  Guide's  Conv-ersatio.nt  with 
three  Ladies  of  piety,  learning,  and  difcrerion. 

A  Letter  to  Mifs  Jenny  W — d — r  at  Bath,  from 
Lady  Eliz.  M — d — ss,  her  friend  in  the  country  ; 
a  young  Lady  of  neither  fa{hion,  taile,  nor  fpirit. 


The  Conversation  continued. — Their  Ladyships 
Receipt  for  a  Novej,.— The  Ghost  of  Mr.  Quin. 


(    HI     ) 


EPILOGUE; 


CONTAINING, 


Ckittcisms,  nnd  the  Guidr's  Conversation  with 
three  Ladies  of  Piety,  Learning,  and  Difcrerion, 


JL    Here  arc,  who  complain  that  my  verfe  is  feverc. 
And  what  is  much  worfe — that  my  book  is  too  dear : 
The  ladies  proteft  that  I  keep  no  decorum 
In  fetting  fuch  patterns  of  folly  before  'em: 
Some  cannot  conceive  what  the  Guide  is  about, 
With  names  fo  unn^aning  to  make  fuch  a  rout. 

7  Lady 


(      142     ) 

Lady  Dorothy  Scrawl  would  engage  to  befpeak 
An  hundred  fuch  things  to  be  made  in  a  week : 
Madam  Shuffledumdoo,  more  provoking  than  that. 
Has  Ibid  your  poor  Guide  for  two  fifh  and  a  mat ; 
A  i'weet  medium  paper,  a  book  of  fine  fize, 
And  a  print  that  I  hop'd  would  have  fuited  her  eyes, 
Ajiother  good  lady  of  delicate  tafle. 
Cries,  "  Fie  !  Mr.  Bookfeller,  bring  me  fome  palle ; 
"  I'll  clofe  up  this  leaf,  or  my  daughter  will  fkim 
**  The  cream  of  that  vile  mechodiftical  hymn." 
Then  (tuck  me  down  fall — ib  unfit  was  my  page 
To  meet  the  chafte  eyes  of  this  virtuous  age. 

Guide.]  O  fpare  me,  good  Madam,  it  goeu  to  my  heart 
Wlih  my  fweet  methodiilical  letter  to  piirt. 

Away 


(     143     ) 
Av/ay  with  your  pafte !  'tis  exceedingly  hard 
Thus  to  torture  and  cramp  an  unfortunate  bard : 
How   ray   mufe   will   be  fiiock'd,  when   Ihc's  jufl   taking 

flight, 
To  find  that  her  pinions  are  farten'd  fo  tight ! 

Fi)Ji  Lady.]    Why  yon  know,    beyond  reafon  and" 
decency  too, 
Beyond  all  refpecl  to  religion  that's  due, 
Your  dirty  fatiricul  work  you  purfuc. 
I  very  well  know  whom  you  meant  to  affront 
In  the  pidures  of  Prudence  and  Tabitha  Ruxt.— 

Guide.]  Indeed,  my  good  ladies,  religion  and  virtue 
Arc  things  that  I  never  defign'd  any  hurt  to. 


All 


(     144     ) 
All  poets  and  painters,  as  Horace  agrees, 
May  copy  from  nam  re  what  figures  they  pleafe ; 
Nor  blame  the  poor  poet,  or  painter,  if  you 
In  verfe  or  on  canvas  your  likenefs  fhould  view : 
I  hope  you  don't  think  I  would  write  a  lampoon  ? 
I'd  be  hang'd  at  the  foot  of  Farnojfus  as  foon. 

Second  Lady.]  Prithee  don't  talk  to  me  of  your  Hor  ac; 
and  Flaccus, 
When  you  come  like  an  impuilent  wretch  to  attack  ul-- 
What's  Parnajfus  to  you  ?  take  away  but  your  rhime, 
And  the  ftrains  of  the  belhnaji  are  full  as  fublime. — 

Third  Lady.]  DoH  think  that  fuch  ItufT  ar;  ihou  writYi 
upon  Tabby, 
Will  procure  thee  a  bufto  in  WeJlmbif-er-Abhey  ? 

GU  IDF, 


(     H^     ) 

Guide..]  'Tis  true,  on  Famajfus  I  never  did  dream, 
Nor  e'er  did  I  tiiik  of  fwect  Helicons  ftrcam : 
My  fhare  of  the  fountain  I'll  freely  refign 
To  thofe  who  are  better  belov'J  by  the  Nine; 
Give  bufto's  to  poets  of  higher  renown, 
I  ne'er  was  ambitious  in  marble  to  frown; 
Give  hurelo  to  thofe,  from  the  God  of  the  lyre 
Who  catch  the  bright  ftnrk  of  ethereal  fire ; 
Who,  fkill'd  ev'ry  palfion  at  v/ill  to  impart, 
Can  play  round  the  head  while  they  ileal  to  the  heart ; 
Who,  taught  by  Apollo  to  guide  the  bold  fteed, 
Know  v/hen  to  give  force,  Avhen  to  temper  his  fpecd : 
My  nerves  all  forfake  me,  my  voice  he  difdains. 
When  he  rattles  his  pinion?,  no  morc  hecu's  the  reins, 


But 


(     1.46    ) 
But  thro'  the  bright  ether  fublimely  he  goes, 

Nor  earth,  air,  or  ocean,  or  mountains  oppofe.-»- 

For  mc,  'tis  enough  that  my  toil  I  purfue, 

Like  the  bee  drinking  fweets  that  exhale  from  the  dew; 

Content  if  Melpomene  joins  to  my  lay 

One  tender  foft  ilrain  of  melodious  Gray  ; 

Thrice  happy  in  your  approbation  alone, 

If  the  following  Ode  for  my  Hymn  can  atone. 


A  L  E  T' 


(     H7     ) 


A       LETTER 


To  Mifs  Jenny  W— d— r,  at  Bath 


From  Lady  Eli z.  M — d — ss,  her  friend  in  the  country; 
a  young  lady  of  neither  Fafliion,  Talle,  nor  Spirit. 


\J  Ft'  I've  invok'd  th'  Aonian  quire, 

And  Phoeeus  oft'  in  vain, 
Like  thee,  my  friend,  to  tune  my  lyre, 

Like  thee  to  raife  my  llrain. 

L  2  And 


(     '48    ) 

And  when,  of  late,  I  fought  then'  aid, 

The  ilow'ry  bank  befidc, 
Rethought  along  the  fiknt  ghde 

J  heard  a  voice,  that  cr}-'d, 

*'  Miflaken  maid  I  why  idly  wafle 
"  Your  hours  in  fruitlefs  toil? 

f*  You  ne'er  the  halloAv'd  brook  can  tails, 
*'  Or  tread  poetic  fojl. 

"  For  fmce  your  friend  purfues  the  path 
<*  Where  wit  and  pleafure  reigns, 

<«  With  her  has  fled  each  Mufe  to  Bat^^ 
?*  From  thefe  neglected  plains. 


M  Thfrp 


(     H9    ) 

"  There  many  a  bard's  infpir'd  with  fong, 

"  With  epigram,  and  ode  j 
*«  And  one^  the  meaneil  of  the  throiig, 

"  Takes  fatire's  thorny  road. 

*'  For  him  BatJjs  injitr'd'genitis  now 
"  The  hemlock  juice  prepare?, 
"  And  deadly  nightftiade  o'er  his  bro^v 
"  For  laurel  wreaths  he  wears. 

«  Him,  like  the  Thradav  bard,  Ihall  ciirfs 

*'  Each  nymph,  each  angr)-  dame; 
*'  Though  far  inferior  be  his  verfe, 

"  His  haplefs  fate  the  fame. 

L  3  «  Tvra 


(     I50    ) 

"'  Torn  be  the  wretch,  wKofe  Impious  llrains 
"  l^rofanM  their  beauty's  pride; 

*'  No  Mufe  to  gather  his  remains 
"  That  flow  dow^n  Avon's  tide: 

"  But  him  fhall  many  a  drone  purfue 
"  That  hums  around  the  ftream, 

"  Him  frantic  priells,  an  infeft  crew, 
"  That  taints  Light's  heav'nly  beam.  . 

"  Then,  left  his  deftiny  you  fliare, 
*'  Rafli  nymph,  thy  ftrains  give  o'er ! 

"  Ee  warn'd  by  me ;  of  rhyme  beware  I" — 
— The  voice  was  heard  no  more. 


yet 


(  I^I  ) 

Yet  though  I  ceafe  my  artlefs  lay, 

Nor  longer  court  the  Nine, 
This  faithful  tribute  will  I  pay 

At  friendfhip's  facrcd  Ihrine. 

*'  Here  will  I  offer  incenfe  fweef. 

Here  light  the  hallovv'd  fires ; 
And  oh !  with  kind  acceptance  meet 

What  true  regard  infpires. 

Nor  let  my  friendly  verfc  offend 

*  That  poor  deluded  maid, 
Whofey^/'/Z'  I  ne'er  can  comprehend, 

Or  grace  in  dreams;  convey 'd. 

*  MifsPRUDENCE    Bl— ND— RH— D. 

L  4  May 


(  Ip  ) 

3Mny  no  fach  grace  my  thoughts  employ. 

Nor  I  with  emy  view 
Thofe  fceiies  of  dilTipated  joy, 

So  well  defcrib'd  by  yoiu 

Think  not  a  parent's  harfh  decrees^ 
From  me  thcfe  fcenes  with-hold ; 

His  foft  requell:  can  ne^er  difpleafe. 
Who  ne'er  my  joys  coatroul'd. 

But  pining  years  oppreft  with  grief 

My  tender  care  deniand ; 
The  bed  of  ficknefs  alks  relief 

From  my  fupporting  hand. 


Well 


(     i^3     ) 

Well  do  I  know  how  foncw  prej^s, 
E*er  lince  the  hour  that  gav^     - 

The  partner  of  his  happier  days 
To  feek  the  -filent  grave. 

In  that  fad  hour  my  lips  Ihe  preft, 

EedewM  with  many  a  tear  ; 
And  "  Take,  fhe  cry'd,  this  lall  bequeil, 

*'  A  dying  mother's  pray'r. 

"  O  let  the  maxims  I  convey 

"  Sink  deep  into  thy  breaft ; 
*'  W^en  I  no  more  direi5l  thy  way 

**  Retir'd  to  endlefs  refl, 


'*  Look 


(     ^54     ) 

''  Look  on  thy  aged  father's  woe ! 
*'  'Tis  thine  to-/ooth  his  pain : 
"  With  Grace  |ike  this,  religion  fiiew,- 

"  And  thus  her  caufe  maintain. 

"  Nor  is't  enough- that  Grace  difplays, 
"  Or  Faith  her  light  divine; 

"  In  all  thy  works,  in  all  thy  ways, 
"  Letheav'nly  Vir^TUE  fhine. 

"  Oh  !  may  the  fountain  of  all  truth 
"  Each  Perfect  Gift  impart, 

"  Vv'ith  Ixxocexce  prote6l  thy  youth, 
"  With  Hope  fupport  thy  heart. 


"  So 


(  'i;  ) 

"  So  mny'll:  thou  learn  thyfelf  to  know, 

"  Of  all  extremes  beware ; 
"'  Nor  find  in  age  thy  cup  o'erflow 

*'  With  fhame,  remorie,  and  care. 

**  Then  Ihall  no  madmen  Light  reveal, 

"  No  vilionary  prleil, 
"  With  falfehood,  ignorance,  and  zeal, 

"  Tomient  thy  peaceful  breaft : 

'*  Then  (hall  no  fears  thy  foul  diilrefs, 
"  Religion's  doubts  (hall  ceafe ; 

'*  tier  ways  are  ways  of  pleafantneis, 
"  And  all  her  paths  arc  peace." — 


Such 


(     1^6     ) 

Such  were  the  truths,  ere  loft  in  deatli. 

Her  parting  voice  conveyM  ; 
Such  inr.y  I  keep  till  lateft  breath, 

Thou  dear  lamented  fliadc !  — — 

What  tho'  no  Mufe  will  deign,  my  friend, 

My  homely  joys  to  tell  ; 
Tho'  Fashion  ne'er  will  condefcend 

To  feek  this  humble  cell ; 

Yet  freedom,  peace,  and  mindf^ene, 

Which  modifh  life  difdains, 
(Perpetual  fvyeets  1)  enrich  the  Ccetis 

Where  confcious  virtue  reims. 


Bkft 


(    'SI    ) 

Bleil  fccnes !  fuch  unrepented  jo)'s, 
Such  true  delights  ye  give, 

Remote  from  falhion,  vice,  and  nolfe, 
Contented  let  me  live. 


E1.IZ.  Modeless. 


The 


(     158     ) 


The  Cox  VERS  AT  I  o.v  continued.  The   La  die* 

lleceipt  for  a  Novel.  The  Ghost  of  Mr. 

Quix. 


Guide.]  X^  ^^'  ^  hope  that  this  letter  from  young  Lady 
Betty 
Vv  ill  be  reckoned  exceedingly  decent  and  pretty ; 
Tliat  you,  my  good  ladies,  who  ne'er  could  endure 
A  hjTnn  fo  hieffably  ^ih  and  impurey 
My  indelicate  Mufe  will  no  longer  benxaily 
Since  a  fweet  little  moral  is  pinn'd  to  her  tuil : 
If  not,  as  fo  kindly  I'm  tutor'd  by  you, 
Pray  tell  a  poor  poet  what's  proper  to  do. 


Firji 


(     1^9     ) 

Firji  Lady.]  Why  if  thou  miift  write,  thou  hadft  better 
compofe 
Some  no'uels,  or  elegant  letters  in  profe. 
Take  a  fubjed  that's  grave,  with  a  moral  that's  good, 
Throw  in  all  the  temptations  that  virtue  withftood, 
In  epiilies,  like  Pamela's,  challe  and  devout— 
A  book  that  my  family'' s  ne^oer  nvithout. — 

Second  \^!s.DX.'\  O!  pray  let  your  hero  be  handfome  and 
young, 
Tafle,  wit,  and  fine  fentiments  flow  from  his  tongue, 
His  delicate  feelings  be  fure  to  improve 
With  paflion,  with  tender  foft  rapture  and  love. 


nird 


(     r6o     ) 

'ihird  Lady.]  Acid  feme  incklents  tao  uluch  i  likft^ 
above  meafijire,  [ 

Such  as  thcfe  nvhich  F've  heard  arc  eficem'd  as  a  treafiire   { 
In  a  book  ihal's  entitled — The  'woman  cfphafure»  J 

M5.Z  \vc%  and  you'll  find  *aviU  a  novel  produce 
Fit  for  modcit  youiig  ladies— fo  keep  it  for  ufe. 


Guide.]  Danination — (aftde)  Well,  ladies,  Til  do  what 
1  can, 
And  ye'll  bind  it,  I  bope,  with  your  Duty  of  Man. 
Guide  mt.ti£ri,]  Take  a  fuljeii  that  graiie,  ivitk  a  vioraJ 

that's  good! 
Thus  jnufing,  I  wander'd  in  iplenetic  mood 
Where  the  languid  okl  Cam  rolls  his  ^villowy  flood.  } 


When 


(     i6i     ) 

When  lo !  beneath  the  poplar's  glimm'rnig  fiiade, 
Along  the  ilieam  where  trembling  oziers  play'd, 
What  time  the  bat  low  flitting  fkims  the  ground, 
When  beetles  buz,  when  gnats  are  felt  around. 
And  hoarfer  frogs  their  am'rous  defcant  found  ; 
Sweet  fcenes !  that  heav'nly  contemplation  give, 
And  oft'  in  muiical  defcription  live  ! 
When  now  the  moon's  refulgent  rays  begin 
O'er.tv/ilight  groves  to  fpread  their  mantle  thin, 
Sudden  arofe  the  awful  form  of  Qui x. 
A  form  that  bigger  than  the  life  appear'ci, 
And  head  like  Patagonian  /-d-r^  rear'd ; 
Aghafl  I  flood! — when  lo! — with  mild  command 
And  locks  of  courtefy,  he  wav'd  his  hand; 
Me  to  th'  embow'ring  grove's  dark  path  conve^'d. 
And  thus  began  the  venerable  fliade : 

]M  "  Forth 


(     i6.     ) 

^  Forth  from  Elysium'o  blell  abodes  I  come, 
^  Regions  of  joy,  where  fr^te  has  iix'd  my  doom: 
''  Look  on  my  face — I  well  remember  thine : 
''  Thow  knewTt  me  too,  when  erfl  in  life's  decline 

"  At  Bath  I  dwelt — there  late  repos'd  mine  age, 

"  And  unrepinlng  left  this  mortal  ilage; 

*^  Yet  do  thofe  fcenes,  once  confcious  of  delight, 

*'  Rejoice  miy  focial  ghofl !  there  oft*  by  night 

**  I  hold  my  Wuy  j 

"  And  from  the  mullet,  and  the  fav'ry  jole, 

^'  Catch  fragrant  fumes,  that  Hill  regale  my  foul! 

''  Sv/eet  Bath!  which  thou  thefe  dreaiy  banks  alon? 
*^  Oit'mak'll  the  fubject  of  thy  waywardfong."-^ 

Guide.]  O  fpare  r>:e,  bleflfpirit- 

Gi-:osT.] 


(     i63    ) 

Ghost.]  Quit  tby  vain  fears:  I  come  not  to  accufe 
The  motlcv  labours  of  thy  mirthful  Mufe  ; 
For  well  I  ween,  if  lightly  underHood, 
lliy  themes  are  pleafant,  and  thy  moral  good. 
Oft  have  I  read  the  laughter-moving  phrafe, 
And  fplayfoot  meafures  of  thy  Sim  kin's  lays, 
Nor  aught  indecent  or  chfcene  I  find, 
That  virtue  wounds,  or  taints  the  virgin's  mind : 
Bcvv^are  of  that — O!  why  fliould  I  defcrlbe 
AVhat  ills  await  the  cd\t\?i  fc rilling  tribe? 
Firll  fee  that  mob  who  novels  le'vud  dlfpenfc, 
The  bane  of  virtue,  modefcy,  and  fenfe: 
Next  that  infernal  crew,  detra^^rs  bafe, 
V\  ho  pen  lafnpoo}is\  true  fatlre's  foul  difgrace; 

M  J  Nor 


(     i64    ) 


Nor  lefs  the  punifhment  in  realms  below 

For  thofe  who  praife  unmented  beftow, 

Thofe  pimps  in  fcience,  who,  with  dulnefs  bold, 

The  fiicred  Mufes  proftitute  for  gold : 

Thofe  too  whom  zeal  to  pious  wrath  inclines, 

PcdantiCi  proud^  polemical  di'vines  : 

Bad  critics  \':x%  whom  RhadamAxNtth  fevere 

Chaftifes  firll,  then  condefcends  to  hear  : 

All,  all  in  fiery  Phlegethon  mud  ilay, 

'Till  gall,  and  ink,  and  dirt,  of  fcribling  day, 

In  purifying  flames  are  purg'd  away. — 


Guide.]  O  truft  me,  bleil  fpirit,  I  ne'er  would  ctfend 
One  innocent  vir.a"m,  one  viituous  iTiend : 


From 


(   i6i   ) 

From  nature  alone  are  my  characters  drav/n, 

From  Hide  Bob  Jerom  to  bifhops  in  lawn  : 

Sir  Boreas  Blueeer,  and  fuch  flupid  faces,  .-.      ,   . 

Are  at  London,  at  Bath^  and  at  all  public  plajces.|  .^^^^^  ^^ 

And  if  to  Nenrjjnarket  I  chance  to  repair, 

^Tis  odds  but  I  fee  Captain  Cormorant  tljiere;  ,  ., 

But  he  who  his  cafli  on  phyficians  beflpws^, 

Meets  a  tight  little  dcclor  w^berever  he  goes. 

:  2  3oii  iuv: 
Ghost.]  'Tis  true,  fuch  iiifects  a^  fhj^.-t^le ^i|s, iji^vya - 
Breathe  not  the  atmofphere  of  Bath  alone, 
Though  there,  in  gaiety's  jnei4dian  rUy, 
Do  fools,  like  flies,  their,  gaudy Aviiigs  difplay  j 
A^vhile  they  aflutter,  but,  'their  funihine  pad, 
Their  fate,  like  Simkin,  they  lament  at  lail. 

M  3  Worfe 


(     i66    ) 
Worfc  Ills  fucceed ;  oft'  fuperftitlou's  gloom 
Sheds  baneful  influence  o'er  their  youthful  bloom.- 
Such  hcav'n  avert  from  fair  Britaxnia's  plains, 
To  realms  where  bigotry  and  flav'ry  reigns ! 
No  more  of  that. — But  fay,  thou  tim'rous  bard, 
Claim  not  the  Wi.ves  of  Bath  thy  jufc  regard  ? 
Where  oft',  I  ween,  the  brewer's  cauldron  flows 
With  elder's  mawkiili  juice,  and  puck'ring  floes. 
Cyder  and  hot  geneva  they  combine, 
Then  call  the  fatal  conipofition  Wixe. 
By  Cerberus  I  fwear,  not  thcfe  vile  crews 
Who  vend  their  pois'nous  med'cinea  by  the  ne^w, 
For  means  of  death,  air,  earth,  and  Teas  explore, 
Have  fent  fuch  numbers  to  the  Stygian  fli.ore ; 


Shun 


(     i67    ) 
Shun  thou  fach  bafe  porrtions ;  oft'  I've  thought 
My  fpan  was  fhort'ncd  by  the  noxious  draught. — 
But  foft,  my  friend— is  this  the  foil,  the  Llime, 
That  teaches  Granta's  tuneful  fons  to  rhyme? 
On  me  unuiv'iy  vapours  fecm  to  fix 
Worfe  than  Cocjtus^  or  the  pools  OiStyx; 
Infpir'd  by  fogs  of  thifi  flow-winding  Cam, 

O  fay,  does prefume  thy  llrains  to  damn  ? 

Heed  not  that  mifcveant's  tongue,  purfue  thy  ways, 
Pvcgardlefs  of  his  cenfarc,  and  his  pralfe. — 


Guide.]  But  if  any  old  lady,  knight,  pried,  or  phyfician, 
Should  condemn  me  for  prijiting  a  fecond  edition. 
If  good  Madam  Sq^iintum  my  work  (hould  abufe, 
May  I  venture  to  give  her  a  fmack  of  my  IMufe  ? 


M  4  Ghost.] 


(     i68    ) 

Ghost.]  By  all  manner  of  means;  if  thou  find'll  that") 
the  cafe, 
Tho'  fhe  cant,  \vhine,  and  pray,  never  mind  her  grimace,  j 
Take  the  malk  from  her  d-mn'd  hypocritical  face. —         J 

Guide.]  Come  on  then,  ye  mufes,  I'll  laugh  do v/n  my 
day, 
In  fpite  of  them  all  wall  I  carol  my  lay  ; 
But  perifh  my  voice,  and  untun'd  be  my  lyre, 
If  my  verfeone  indelicate  thought  Hiall  inlpire: 
Ye  angels,  who  watch  o'er  the  flumbering  fair, 
Proteft  their  fweet  dreams,  make  their  virtue  your  care ! 
Bear  w'ltnefs  yon  moon,  the  chaile  emprefs  of  night ! 
Yon  ilars,  that  diffufe  the  pure  heavenly  light ! 

H»w 


(     i69    ) 

How  oft'  have  I  mouni'd  that  fuch  blame  fliould  accrue 
From  one  wicked  letter  of  pious  Mifs  Prue  ! 
May  this  lazy  ftream,  who  to  Grant  a  beflows 
Philofophical  flumbers,  and  learned  repofe, 
To  Grant  A,  fweet  Grant  a,  (where  ftudious  of  eafe 
Seven  years  did  I  deep,  and  then  loiT:  my  degrees  *) 
May  this  drowi^y  cuire^nt  (as  oft'  he  is  wont) 
O'erflow  all  my  hay,  may  my  dogs  never  hunt ; 
May  thofe  ills  to  torment  me,  thofc  curfes  confpirc, 
Which  {o  oft'  plague  and  crufh  an  unfoitunate  'Squ*ire, 
Some  may'r  to  cajole  me.  Tome  lawyer  to  chowfe 
For  afe'-jen  months  feat  in  the  parliamcnt-houfe, 

*  Vide  Univcrfity  Rcgifter,  Prcclors  Books,  &c. 


There 


(     I70    ) 
There  to  finifli  my  nap,  for  the  good  of  the  nation, 
'Wake — frank — and  be  thank'd — by  the  whole  corpoiatloa; 
Then  a  poor  tenant  come,  when  my  cadi  is  all  fpcnt, 
With  a  bag  full  of  tax-bills  to  pay  me  his  rent ; 
And  O I  may  fome  daemon,  thofe  plagues  to  complete, 
Give  me  tajie  to  impron^e  an  old  family  feat, 
By  lanjjni'ng  an  hundred  good  acres  of  wheat ; 
Such  ills  be  my  portion,  and  others  much  worfe, 
If  {lander  or  calumny  poifon  my  verfe, 
If  ever  my  well-behav'd  mufe  fliall  appear 
Indecently  drolls  unpolitely  fevere. 

Good  ladies,  uncenfur'd  Bath's  pleafurcs  purfue, 
May  the  fprlngs  of  old  Bladud  your  graces  renews 


I  never 


(     ^71     ) 

I  never  fiiall  mingle  with  gall  the  pure  llrenm, 

Eut  make  your  examples  and  virtue  my  theme; 

Nor  fear,  )'e  fwect  virgin;},  that  aught  I  fhall  Ipeak 

To  call  the  chafle  blufli  o'er  your  innocent  cheek  r 

O  !  frown  not,  if  haply  your  poet  once  more 

Should  feck  the  delightful  Avonian  Ihore, 

Where  oft'  \\z  the  winter's  dull  fcafon  beguiles, 

Dririks  health,  life,  and  joy,  Irom  your  heavenly  fmlles* 

To  the  Ghost* 

•     For  thee,  who,  to  vifit  thefe  regions  of  ipleen, 

\ 

|Deign'ii  to  quit  the  fweet  vales  of  perpetual  gi«en, 

Nporfake,  happy  fliade,  this  Basotlaji  air. 
Fly  hence,  to  Eljjlums  pure  ether  repair, 
RowE,    Drydex,    and  Otway — thy  Shakespeabe 
is  there ; 

Ther« 


(  1/2  ) 

There  Thomson,  poor  Thomson-,  ingenious  bard, 

Shall  equal  thy  friendship,  thy  kindnefs  reward, 

Thy  praife  in  mellifluous  numbers  prolong, 

Who  cherilh^d  his  IMufe,  and  gave  life  to  his  fonp-. 

And  O  may  thy  genius,  bleil  fpirit,  impart 

To  me  the  liime  virtues  that  glow'd  in  thy  heart, 

To  me,  with  thy  talents  convivial,  give 

The  art  to  enjoy  the  fhort  time  I  fhall  live ; 

Give  manly,  give  rational  mirth  to  my  foul, 

O'er  the  focial  fweet  joys  of  the  full-flowing  bowl; 

So  ne'er  may  vile  fcriblers  thy  memory  ftain, 

Tlu-  forcible  wit  may  no  blockheads  profane, 

Thy  faults  be  forgotten,  thy  virtues  remain. 


Farewell ! 


(   ^n   ) 

Farewell !  may  the  turf  where  thy  cold  reliques  reft, 
Bear  herbs,  odoriferous  herbs  o'er  thy  breaft ; 
Their  heads  thyme^  ^n6./age^  and  pct-77iarjoram  wave, 
And  fat  be  the  gander  that  feeds  on  thy  grave. 


FINIS, 


t 


